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RUFE RODMAN LOWERED HIS VOICE TO A WHISPER,

FIDENCE MAN ' HE SAID TO MICKY.

Y THAT'S
“HE'S TRYIN
TO ROPE THE OTHER FELLER IN.”

A CON-

CHAPTER 1.

INTRODUCES RUFE RODMAN,

** @ MASH your baggage, sir?"
[ Our story opens in front of the
Grand Central Depot on Forty
Second Street, and the speaker was a
bright faced boy of fifteen, arrayed in a
suit which had seen its best days long
sinc.  The person addressed was a

i
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| =THE HAPS AND MISHAPS OF RUFE RODMAN<
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Author of ** Number g1,"
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nervous, elderly gentleman, who had
just emerged from thedepot, carrying in
his hand a valise of medium size.

He eyed the boy with a wondering
look, as he replied : ** Why should I want
my baggage smashed? I can smash it
myself if [ want it done.”

* It ain’t fit work for a gentleman like
you."

" **Nor for anybody clse, in my opinlon.
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Is that your business ?" continued the elderly
gentleman.

¥ es; SIT, I'm a baggage smasher—purfes-
sionally.”

**It's a queer busmu:.. on my word. How
do you make it

. The gemleman as has his baggage smashed
pays me.

“* Why, I'd as soon pay you for sitting on my
hat.”

*I'll do that cheap,” said the boy, with a
Jlaugh. **But I guess you don't know what
smashin’ baggage is.”

b lhoughl 1 did, but perhaps I am mis-
taken.’

Hts )u:t carrying it for you wherever you
want to go."”

“* Oh, that's it ! " said the gentleman in a tone
of relief. **That sounds better. 1f you had
talked English I would have understood you
sooner. \Vell, you can carry my valise if you
want to."

“* All right, sir. Where am I to carry it 2"

“ To the Park Avenue Hotel, I think. That's
a good hotel, 1 n ¥/

* First class.”

*Is it far off 2™

** It is about ten blocks—half a mile.
you take the car or walk 2

**1 will walk. 1 have been cramped up
long in the cars that it will rest me to slrclch my
leg:

Will

Very well, sir. We'll walk along Park
Avenue. The cars go through the tunnel.”

* New York has changed a good deal since F
was here, nearly fifteen years since.”

1 don’t remember how it looked then. 1
was only a baby.”

**So | suppose. What is your name 2"

“ Rufus Rodman, The boys call me Rufe
for short.”

& /\nd you make a living by smashing bag-
gage ?
**Yes, sir, but I can't get steady work atdhat.

Sometimes 1 sell papers.

“ And where do you live 2"

*“ Sometimes I bunk at the Newsboys' Lodg-
ing House, but just at present I'm residin’ with
a friend of mine on Sixteenth Street, near Avenue
A. Wegoes shares, .\hcky and I. It costs us
vach fifty cents a week.”

**1 suppose 1 shall have to pay more than
that at the Park Avenue Hotel,” said the traveler
with a smile.

** I don't know exactly what they charge, for
I haven't boarded there lately. Micky and I
prefer a private reﬂdence Al

** Who's Micky 2"

** Micky Flynn is his whole name. He isa
paper merchant, and a boot and shoe artist.”

** In other words a newsboy and bootblack

* That's what some folks call him, but Micky
is high toned, for his great grandl’alher was
King of Cork, so Mick

** 1 am glad you keep such distinguished com-
pany. What building 1s that 2"

**That's the Park Avenue Hotel.”

** My destination. You may give
valise now. What do you expect
services 27

** The expenses of livin'is so great that I shall
have to charge you fifteen cents.”

**You are a character. Here's a quarter.™

“* Thank you, sir. You're a gentleman, every
1 of you.

** Suppose 1 had only given you a nickel—
what w ould you have said then ?

**That you was very absent minded,”
swered Rufus with a comical look,

* That would be a charitable view to take.
Good by, Rufus, and good luck.”

** Thank you, sir. The same to you.
have a good supper to celebrate my birthday.

**Is this your birthday 27

““Yes, sir; 1 am fitteen years old today.”

““ Do you expect any birthday presents 2™

me the
for your

an-

**No sir; | have had no birthday presents
since my mother died,” the boy answered
soberly.

*When did your mother die 2" asked the
gentleman in a tone of sympathy.

** When T was eleven years old.”

*“And you e taken care of yourself ever
since 27

** Have you ever gone hungry 2"

* Yes, sir, lots of times ; but I don’t mind it
much.  Sometimes I've had to make my supper
off an apple. Apples is fillin’ but they don't
warm a feller up like coffee and beefsteak.”

*No, I should think not. Well, Rufus, 1
want you to have a good birthday dinner this

time, Invite your friend Micky to join you,
Here is a dollar.  Will that do 2™
**Yes, sir.  We'll have a big blow out,

Micky and me.”

*Will you go to Delmonico’s ? " asked Mr.
Chadwick, with a smile.

“ No, Delmonico's is gettin' common. Be-
sides our dress suits are laid away for the sea-
son, and we can't put on no frills

** You must select some place where you can
get a good dinner.”

**Thank you, sir; you're very kind. If you
was livin' in the city I'd have a birthday every
week."

** That would be too expensive for me."”

Here a hotel porter made his appearance, and
Rufus and his patron parted.

The young baggage smasher took out the sil-
ver dollar and the quarter and regarded them
with much satisfaction.

+ ] mustn’t let the tax collector see them,™ he
said to himself, **or he'd put me on the list
with Astor and Vanderbilt,  You're in luck,
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Rufe Rodman. but you can stand it. Now I
must hunt up Micky, and invite him to the ban-
quet.”

Rufus kept on his way down Fourth Avenue,
of which Park Avenue is really a part, and at
the corner of Twenty Third Street, alongside of
the Young Men's Christian Association build-
ing, he met his room mate Micky Flynn. Micky
was a freckled faced boy, younger and a little
shorter than Rufus, whose distinguishing char-
acteristic was a head of flaming red hair. He
had half a dozen 7elegrams under his arm, for
which he was seeking purchasers.

‘** Hallo, Micky ! " said Rufus.
have you had today 2

© 0, it's you, Rufe!" said Micky, wheeling
round. ‘! Faith, it's mighty bad luck I've had
today. I've onlv made twenty three cents, and
I'm stuck on six 7Zelegrams. 1 never see them
go so poor.”

** Here, give me half, and I'll go across the
street. What's the news 2"

**1 don't see none, except there was a dog
run over on the Erie road. That ain't of no
account.”

**Give me another paper.
that. The fact is, Micky, you ain’t enterprisin’.
Rufus went across the way, and began to cry
“Great railroad accident! 1. rrific loss of
lifer”

Now this was rather a questionable proceed-
ing on Rufe Rodman’s part, and we do not
mean to commend or even excuse it.  Still,
some allowance may well be made for a mother-
less boy, whose education had been picked up in
the streets of the great city. Do not judge Rufe
too severely, reader; he had a good heart,
though he may have acted thoughtlessly at
times.

The bait took. The papers sold off in ten
minutes. The last purchaser was a stout, chol-
eric looking man, who at once opened the
paper and began to look for the details of the
accident, but in vain.

** I say, boy ! " he cried.
thing »bout the accident.”

Rufus took the paper, and pointed to a four
line item in an obscure part of the paper. The
choleric man became angry.

*“*You're a swindler, boy!™ he
““There’s no terrific loss of life.
only a dog killed.”

‘It was terrific—/for the dog !’ said Rufus,
demurely.

The man laughed and passed on, his wrath
appeased.

A nervous looking maiden lady. who had
caught the boy's startling announcement, asked,
** Have you no more papers ? "

“No, ma'am, but my friend across the street
can accommodate you."”

The lady hurried over.

“* Here, boy,” she said to Micky, who had not
sold either of his papers, * give me a paper,
quick. I've gota cousin living near some rail-
road, and maybe he was in the accident. lh
take both papers—Sarah Ann will want one.’

Micky with great satisfaction pocketed the
lour cents,
ow show me where it tells about the acci-

“ What luck

I'll sell 'em on

“1 don't see any-

shouted.
There was

den!

Micky pointed out the paragraph with some
misgivings, but to his relief the lady said : ** I
can't read it till 1 get home, for 1 haven't got
my spectacles with me. 1 shan’t know till then
whether it's my poor cousin that’s killed or not.”

As she hurried away, Rufus said with a laugh,
“ ] don't think she’ll be willing to own the dog
for a cousin.”

** Maybe she’ll be disappointed,” said Micky,
shrewdly. *'I say, Rufe, that was a bully idea
of yours. I never thought of it.”

** Folks most generally like to read about ac-
cidents, Micky. Any way, they'll get the worth
of their money. And now, Micky, I'm goin’ to
surprise you. I'm goin’ to give a big supper to-
night, to celebrate my birthday, and you're in-
vited."”

“ l m with you,"” said Micky el\lh\l‘l.L\lHi\“\
* 1 haven't eaten anything since mornin’,

CHAPTER 1L
A BIRTHDAY DINNER.

UFUS and his room mate were not in
? meral fastidious as to the restaurant
ch they patronized. they
“ were in the lower part of the city the\
frequented the Jim Fisk or the Boss ]\nef:d
where they could get a square mtnl. |nLlud|ng
tea or coffee, a plate of meat and a piece of pie,
with a fair supply of bread and butter, for fif-
teen cents. Those who patronize Delmonico’s
or the Brunswick may be surprised that so
small a sum should purchase so large a supply
of food ; but it is fortunate for those of very
Iimited means that such restaurants exist.

It must be admitted that both Rufus ard
Micky looked healthy and well fed. With them
quantity was more important than quality.

But Rufus had no intention of patronizing
his usual restaurants on his birthday. There
was a more pretentious and higher priced din-
ing saloon not far from Grand Street, upon
which he fixed his choice. When he announced
his decision to Micky, the latter was almost in-
credulous,

“ You ain't goin' to play no game on the res-
taurant ?" he said, inquiringly.

*Of course 1 ain’t.  What do you take me

for 2"

** Have you got money enough to pay for two
meals 2"

“Look at that I" <aid Rufus, displaying a

silver dollar,

“ Where'd you get it 2"

‘““A gentleman up at the Grand Central
Depot gave it to me for a birthday supper. He
told me to invite you."

** How did he know me 2" ‘asked Micky, grate-
ful but also surprised.

““I told him about you. He said he was glad
I kept such good company. * lnvile your
fncnd Mr. Flynn, to dine with you,’ says he.”

“Did he really say that?" asked Micky, a
flush of pride mantling his cheek.

““To be sure. I just wish I had a birthday
every week."”

**So do I, Rufe.”

It was a considerable walk for the boys to the
restaurant where they proposed to regale them-
selves, but they did not feel the fatigue with
such a prospect before them.

** Come in, Micky," said Rufus, when they
reached the portals of the ari:locralic café.

** Maybe they won’t let us in."

“Don't you be afraid. Follow me !"

With an airof importance, and the comfort-
able feeling induced by his unusual wealth,
Rufus led the way, and seated himself at a
small side table, motioning Micky to sit oppo-
site.

A waiter apprcached, and eyed the boys
doubtfully.

** Give me some roast turkey, and my friend
some roast beef, with coffee for both.”

‘1 suppose you've got money enough to pay
the bill 2”

**Don't you worry about that, young man—
I'm solid, T am.
** All right !

for.”

** Don't mind our clo'es. We
noblemen in disguise.”

**You're pretty well disguised,”
waiter, with a smile.

There was a shade of dissatisfaction on
Micky's face when the waiter left to fill the

You can have all you can pay
‘re Eyetalian

said the

didn't you order roast turkey for me,
Rufe?” he said. *'1 didn't eat any since last
Thanksgiving, when us boys had a dinner at
the Lodging House.”

“* I'll tell you why, Micky. Two plates would
cost too much. I'll give vou half of my turkey,
and you can give me half your roast beef, s
we'll have two kinds of nlt:dh, and ll\crc s
money enough for pie, t0o."

**That's all right, Rufe!” said Micky, ina
tone of satisfaction. *

The viands were brought, and the two boys
lost no time in attacking them. It is needless
to say that not a particle was left, and the
dishwasher had an easy time with the plates.

““I wish I could eat like that every day,"” said
Micky, with a sigh of profound satisfaction.
‘*We haven’t made our fortunes

Micky.”

I don’t think we ever will."”

“1 mean to be top of the heap some time.
Lots of pcxar boys get rich in New York. Why
can't we ?

“Well,
only made twenty three cents today.
don't look much like a fortune.”

** No more it does, but something 'll turn up
if we wait long enough. I say, Micky, look
there !"

With a backward movement of the thumh
Rufe directed the attention of his friend to a
table about ten feet away, at which were seated
two men, one a well dressed young man with
a mustache, and rather a dudish look ; the other
a man of fifty, roughly dressed, with shagg
hair, and the generai look of a man unused‘*
metropolitan life. The young man was evi-
dently paying him marked attention, and trying
to produce a favorable impression.

1 see ; what of it ?"" said Micky

“ Don't you knm\ that young feller 2"

“No. Do you >

Rufus lowered his voice to a hal[ whisper.

*He's a confidence man,” he answered.
‘* He's tryin’ to rope lhe mher feller in.

 How do you know 2

“*I've seen him at his game before. Let's
isten, but don’t let him know we are doin’

yet,

I'd like to have it hurry up. I've
That

*My friend,” said the young man, glibly,
**I've taken a fancy to you. You look like a
smart, enterprising man, with his heart in the
right place."”

** Much obliged, I'm sure,” returned the other,
with a smirk of complacency. * 1 ain’t a bit
vain, but the folks up our way have a pooty
good opinion of me."”

*+ Of course they have. # don't need anybody
to tell me. You ough( to be in the Legislature—
perhaps you are.

“Well, T haven't been vet, but some of nn
friends think of runnin' me for it next year."

‘1 hope they will. You've got a large
amount of practical good sense. I don't think
it would be easy to take you in." .

““Idon't know. [I've heard there are some
dreadful smart rascals in New York.

**So there are, but they are too smart to
make up to a man like you. They can see that
you are not to be taken in."”

““ 1 guess you're right," said the countryman,
his face glowing with pleasure, for he relished
flattery, as who does not ?

“You did right in coming to New York,
though. There are chances of making money
here that you can’t find in the country. Why
last week I made five hundred and seventy five
dollars in a speculation, though I don’t pretend
to be smart.”

“You did "
eagerly.

ejaculated the countryman,
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“ Certainly.”

‘* Are there many such chances ?” was the
anxious inquiry.

“ Yes, for those who are smart enough to
avail themselves of them.”

*I'd like to make five hundred and seventy
five dollars.”

*“ No doubt you would. Of course it is neces-
sary to have some money to speculate with, 7
you had two or, three hundred dollars now—"

‘I have.”

L {ia\e you it with you in the city >

““Then I can put you in the way of making
three dollars for one.

**Will it take long 2"

*“Only a few days.”

**1'd like'to talk this matter over with you. If
you'll give me a chance to make that money, |
won't mind givin' you—five dollars "

A smile flitted over the young man's face, but
his ¢ country friend did not see it.

**I won't charge you anything,” hesaid. **I'll
do it out of friendship. We'll adjourn to your
hotel, and talk the matter over.”

The two men rose, and the young man paid
the bill.

**Come quick, Micky !” whnpen:d Rufus.
*I'm goin’ to foller them fellers.”

CHAPTER 111,

AN ARTFUL SCHEME.

HERE are you staying 2" asked the
young man, as he and his new ac-
quaintance emerged from the restau-
rant.

** At the New England Hotel.”

** A very good place. I'll go round there with
you and tell you about my plan for making
money.”

**All right,” said the old man.
suit me.”

They crossed the street, and a short walk
brought them to the old and respectable hotel
already mentioned.

**We can sit in the readin' room,"
old man.

** Better go up to your own room, where we
can be quiet. I don’t want any one to hear
what I am going to say to you. I give you a
chance because I have taken a liking to you, and
because you look so much like an uncle of mine
who was drowned at sea. -Poor Uncle James!
he was the best looking of the family,” contin-
ued the young man with a gentle sigh.

He certainly understood the delicate art of
flattery, and was fast winning the favor of his
companion.

Maybe you' ‘reright,” said the latter. “ We'll
step up stairs,”

The room was a small one on the third floor
back. The young man took a seat on the bed,
and proceeded to business.

* Farst of all,” he said, ** I really ought to tell
you who I am. My name is Leonard Wilton.
My brother and I are commission merchants
down town. Father left us boys pretty com-
fortable. He divided his fortune of three hun-
dred thousand dollars between us.”

“You don't say!" ejaculated the old man,
very much impressed. ** Then you are worth a
hundred and fifty thousand dollars 2

** More, for 1 have invested my money advan-
tageously.”

**The richest man in our town—Greenville,
New Hampshire—is only worth thirty thousand
dollars.”

“1 dare say.
York."

**Gosh! T wonder what he'd say to that
‘Why he struts round as if he owned the whole
town."”

**My dear sir—by the way you haven't men-
tioned your name.

** Joshua Beckwith.  I'm fifty nine years old.
and I was born in Greenville, and so was my
father and grandfather before me.”

**1 can easily believe it,” said the young man
in a tone the significance of which Mr. Beckwith
did not understand.  ** Are you a lawyer 2"

** Gosh, no! What made you think that 2"

““There is a sharp, acute expression in your
face which led me to think you might be. Pity
you wasn't a lawyer. You would have made a
smart one.” .

**1 dunno about that," said
well pleased by the compliment.
you set me too high.”

**No, Idon’t.  I'm a judge of human nature
il I am nothing else. I have traveled and seen
the world, and I cannot be mistaken.  You are
about as sharp as they make ‘em.”

** Well, I don’t know but you're nght. Folks
don’t often get ahead of me, if I do say it my-
self.”

** That'll

said the

He'd be a poor man in New

Mr. Beckwith,
* I'm afraid

**Why shouldn’t you sayit? But I must
come to business,”

** Yes, that's the talk. You was goin’ ta show
me how I could make five hundred and seventy
five doilars.”

** More or le

** Just s0."

Wilton got up angl closed the open transom
over the door.

‘I don't want to be heard outside,” he said.
“ITdon't want to give away the scheme to any
one else.”

“*You're right there.
understand that,” said
cently,

*Of course you are, Mr. Beckwith, Now,
before 1 begin I want ‘o caution you to keep
this thing to yourseli.  We'll work together
and keep the profits to ourselves,™

I'm sharp enough to
the old man compla-
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“And you really think you can put me in a
way 10 make five or six hundred dollars 2"

“Think ? Iknow Ican. I believe you said
vou had a small sum of money with you 2"

" Yes, I've got an order on a banker here for
wo hundred and fifty dollars.” .

Leonard Wilton looked rather disappointed.

“Then you haven't the money here in bills 2
he said. . 3

“No, but I can get it all tomorrow.

Well, perhaps that will do. Now let me
<k you whether you ever heard of green goods.™

“Green goods 1" repeated Joshua Beckwith,
with a blank look. ** My wife's got a dress of
green calico, but—" )
“Not at all what 1 mean, my dear sir. I
will show you a specimen.” ]

meard) \Villozectook his wallet from his
pocket, and drew out a five dollar note. !

“Why, that's money !" said the old man in
surprise.

* Humph, yes !
money."

“ Hut isn’t it money 2" .

“Take it, Mr. Beckwith, and see if you can
e any difference between it and a United
States note.”

“0f course not ! " answered the old mau.

«And vet I can assure you it is not genuine.”

“You don't say ! "

“Yes, 1do.”

“But 1 don't see how any one can tell the
difierence.”

“Not one man in a hundred can—ouly the
experts.” P

* And so you use it 2"

“0Of course.  You noticed that T paid for our
‘inner at the restaurant with atwo dollar bill 2"

- Yes."

wy

It answers the purpose of

1t was just like this." w»

But isn't it agin the law 2" i

h, my dear sir, many things are against
‘e law which are done every day. The fact is,
the government officials at Washington print
ofi millions of extra money that they divide up
among themselves, and nobody is the wiser.
is they are printed from the same plates, that
accounts for the very close resemblance, you un-
derstand 2"

“]—I never heerd the like!™ said Joshua
Keckwith, in a tone expressive of surprise and
bewilderment.

" [ dare say not.
Greenville,”

“But I don't see how you get the money."

SN tell you. An intimate {riend of mine
wasonce in the Treasury Department. When
te retired he managed to secure a set of plates
fom which he can at any time print off a sup-
oy of money. Of course he's well fixed.
WWhy, he's got a country place that cost him fifty
thousand dollars, and a house on Madison Ave-
nue that cost twice as much as that, and his in-

ome is simply e—normons ! "'

“You don't say! And he hasn't been found
TSN
0, there's no danger.
are just like the genuine.”
“And you can get me some 2" asked Mr.
Beckwith, eagerly.

“Yes, at thirty cents on a dollar.
much money did you say you had 2"
*Two hundred and fifty dollars.
“Justso. Well, I'll see him tonight, and 1
think I can get him to do better by you than he
does by people generally. [I'll promise you a
thousand dollars for your money, that's four for
e, You can easily calculate what your profits
ire,"

" Seven hundred and fifty dollars ! " said the
'd man, .

“Just so. That will pay for your visit ta
New York, won't it 2™

“Mr. Wilton,” said Joshua gratefully, **1
mvery glad [ met you. 1 feel that you are a
‘me friend, T little thought a stranger would
2 4050 much for me.”

“1 have told you that you remind me so
mich of my dear ‘Uncle James,” said Wilton,
‘iou don't seem to me like a stranger. At
“hat time tomorrow can you have the money in
I succeed in my negotiations 2"

" Before noon, 1 guess."

“‘VT}\J( will do very well. We will meet here.
I“{d 1 don't promise you a thousand dollars.
“haps 1 shall only be able to get you nine

You were not likely to in

|
|

Fact is, the bills

How

‘rired.  But even’ then you will be making
. | “*hundred and fifty,”
P That will satisfy me, Mr. Wilton, It

o | *#msalmost 100 good to be true.

. must attend to my business, and will bid
o ;:wai by till then, O, by the way, here is a

ll(;dlollar_bﬂ]. Pay for your supper out of it,
Le}(““ will see how easily you can pass it.”
"thma!d' Wilton left the New England Hotel
#:1 :ing in his sleeve at the credulity of his
o ‘“F*; Joshua Reckwith remained behind,
?f(“i()id“% lnbecsla}\t dreams of prosperity. He
e Q uy his wife a new silk dress, and
e a new overcoat out of the large sum of

e he expected 1o make,

CHAPTER 1V,
et RUFE AS A DETECTIVE.

HEN Leonard
call himse!

: \l\‘rilwn, as he chose to
» left the New England
};‘;‘FL and slowly sauntered up the
w0, while wery. he did not observe two boys,
*indow weszmng ta be looking into a shop
Vld have e alY Watching him. Indeed he
Wkt © Iegarded a couple of street boys as
“,h;‘!)hhaumi.,n_ .

sid \u\h,lf ¥as a block or two away, Rufus
fompanion, *“Did you notice how
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he smiled, Micky > I'm afraid he's got some of
the old fellow's money already.”
*“ What are you going to do about it, Rufe 2"
“T'm_goin’ to the hotel to see if 1 can find
him. 1f T can 'l let him know thata confi-

« dence man's got hold of him."

** Do you think he'll pay any atf»ation to &
boy like you, Rufe ?” £ ) 5

**1f he don't, it'll be all the worse for him. 1
don’t want to see him robbed."

‘* Shall I go with you »"

1 guess you'd better stay outside, Micky.
It [nlght ‘tract attention if we was both to go
in.”

Rufus entered the public room of the hotel,
and looking about, failed to see the man he
was after.

** What's wanted, boy ?" asked the clerk,

““There's an old gentleman who came in a
little while ago—looks like a countryman. 1
want 1o see him.”

**What name 2"

‘* Rufus Rodman.”

1 will send up your card.
room."

Al right I said Rufe.

He took a card, and wrote on dt :

‘1 want to see you on important business,

RUFUS RODMAN."

Rufe was not a very good scholar, but he had
been to evening school, and he could write a
fair hand, and spell better than could have been
expected.

A Dbell boy was sent up with the card.

Considerably surprised, and somewhat flat-
tered to find himself in such request, Mr. Bec
with followed the servant down stairs, and en-
tering the office, looked about him inquiringly.

** Where 1s Mr. Rodman ?” he asked.

He is in his

Rufus came forward, and took off his hat
politely.

** My name is Rufus Rodman,” he an-
swered,

“You! said Joshua in surprise. **Why,

you're nothing buta boy
That's true, but 1 have important business
with you.”

‘¢ Seems to me the boys are very forward in
York. What's your business ?”

**Can I see you alone 2"

Joshua Beckwith looked rather suspiciously at
our hero, but it was impossible to_distrust his
frank, open countenance.

“You can come up to my room if you want

10.

1 think that will be the best way, sir.”

Two minutes later he followed Joshua into
the room on the third floor.

Rufus at once praceeded to business.

*“Isaw you a little while ago in an eatin’
house with a young man,” he commenced.

**Yes, Mr. Wilton."”

1 don't know what he calls himself now.”

“ He calls himself by his name, don't he 2"
asked Joshua. surprised.

‘“ He's got a good many names,
hasn't got any money from you."”

“Why? Isnt he all right 2"
Beckwith, nervously.

* He's a noted confidence man. 1 dont
know his real name, but he lives by taking in
gentlemen from the country. I thought he'd
get some of your money."”

** He tald me he was a commission merchant,
and worth a hundred and fifty thousand dol-
lars,” said Mr. Beckwith, earnestly.

Rufus Jaughed.

“*He hasn't got any money except what he's
swindled people out of,” he said. *'It's strange
he didn't try to swindle you.”

“ I'm to see tomorrow. He's goin’ to give
a thousand dollars for two hundred and fifty.

** Green goods ! ejaculated Rufus,

** Yes, that's what he calls it.”

“It's all a swindle. He would only give you
strips of green paper or a package of sawdust.”

1 guess you're mistaken. Here's a specimen
of the green goods. He told me I could pass it
anywhere."”

Joshua Beckwith took from his wallet the two
dollar bill which Wilton had handed to him on
going away )
You can't tell that from a genuine bill,"
said Beckwith. ‘' Look at it and see.”

“ There's a good reason why," said Rufe. ** It
7sa genuine bill."

“ But how can he afford to give me four good
bills for one 2" asked Beckwith, who was very
reluctant to have his promising speculation
nipped in the bud.

*He would only give you a few.
ance would be worthless paper.”

** How should you know anything about it—a
boy like you ?°

“Tread the papers, mister. There'slots of
these swindles goin’ on in York.”

* And would I have lost my money 2" 2

< All except the few bills you got back. Wil-
ton would have given you a package, but he
wouldn't have given you a chance to open and
examine it.” )

By gosh ! he's a regular rascal 1" exclaimed
Mr. Beckwith energetically, striking the table
with his fist. ** Why, I'd” have been ashamed
ta show my face in Greenville, if he had swindled
me, Joshua Beckwith, out of all my money.
Such a nice lookin' man too! Who'd have
thought jt 2" i

 Most of the confidence men are nice looking.
If 1 was nice lookin' you might suspect me,”
added Rufus, with a Jaugh.

** You look like an honest boy, and I'm 01A)'xi;:ed
to you. I'd like to have you come up to Green-
ville and pay me a visit, It won't cost youa
cent for board,” -

I hope he

asked Mr.

The bal-

“Thank you, Mr. Beckwith,"

** Now what had I better do 2" .

’Il come round this evenin' with a detective,
and he'll advise you. We'll lay a trap for your
friend.” <

Joshua Beckwith laughed gleefully.

“*Sc he took me for a greenhorn, did he 2"
he exclaimed. ‘‘ Maybe he'll find old Joshua
Beckwith is sharper than he thought. I'm very
much obliged to you, my young friend. If it
hadn’t been for you I'd have been cleaned out of
two hundred and fifty dollars as sure as fate.
1'd like to make you a little present.”

** Thank you, Mr. Beckwith, but let us wait
and see how it turns out. I want to convince
you that I have told you the truth. Will you
be in the hotel at eight o'clock this evenin’?"

““Yes, I'll be here.”

‘A man will call to see you. He will be an
officer, and you can tell him just what you have
told me.”

*T'll do jest as you say. You're a smart boy.
Do you live with your folks ?”

** I have no folks,” said Rufe sadly.

**What! No father nor mother ?”

* No, both are dead.”

““Sho! How do you live 2"

**1 earn my own livin".”

* What sort of work do you do ?"

** Anything that comes handy. Sometimes |
carry bundles or valises for gentlemen, some-
times 1 sell papers, sometimes I go on errands."

‘* Can you make enough to live that way 2"

““ Well, sometimes I am hard up, and some-
times I don't get my meals reg'lar; but I'm
gettin’ older, and 1 expect to do better when I'm
a man.”

“1f you'll come to Greenville, New Hamp-
shire, and work for me on the farm, I'll give
you a good home and all you can eat.”

Ru(us shook his head.

**1don't think I would be contented away
from the city,butif 1 ever get tired of it I'll
accept your kind offer.”

“Doso. Meand my wife will be glad to see
you.”

Rufus left the hotel and briefly recounted to
Micky what had happened.

“I'm goin’ to see a detective I know,” he con-
cluded, ‘*and put him on the track of this Wil-
ton. We'll see some fun if I ain't mistaken,
Now let us go home.”

It is a considerable distance to Sixteenth
Street, and Rufe, having a part of his dollar
over, indulged in the extravagance of a ride on
the Third Avenue horse cars. The house in
which they lived was a four story brick one, and
was occupied by several families.

They were only a few ‘steps from the house
when a girl of eight came flying from it, bare
headed and evidently greatly frightened.

**O Rufe!” she cried, almost breathless.
* Come quick! Father's come home drun
and 1'm afraid he'll kill mother and the baby.”

Rufus and Micky set out on a run, They
hurried up stairs, and into the second floor front
room, occupied by little Ruth's family. They
were none too soon.

Crouching behind a table with an infant in
her arms, her countenance showing the terror
she felt, was Ruth’s mother, while on the other
side of the table, his face inflamed with drink,
stood a stout, broad shouldered man, with a
chair uplifted, threatening to bring it down on
his wife's head. In one corner of the room was
abedstead. A kitchen stove and a {ew necessary
articles made up the scanty list of furniture.

As Rufus burst into the apartment the drunk-
ard paused with the chair uplifted, and de-
manded roughly : ** What do you want here,
young 'un 2"

(70 be continued.)
e ———
CORRESPONDENCE.
We nve always glad 1o ablige our readers to the extein
it in justice to sl only sucl questions
s e of generil INTEest cun 1eceive attention,

We luve on file s number of quevies which will be an-
swered (0 their 1IN 48 S00R &8 ApACe Dermits,

Abaut Kix weeks ate required before a reply to auy
question can wppear in thix column.

Decuinen with thanks : * Dan’s First \\'hxhpmg."
“ The Mystery of the Mountain," ** Aunt Hulda's
Husking.

A LakGE number of correspondents who have
asked the value of American coins are referred to
the articles on pa 2 and 308 of Nos. 279 and
280, where full information on the subject can be
found.

H. M.. New York City. Yes, **Oliver Twist"
has heen dramatized, and is a play frequently per-
formed,

I..C. S.. Parsons, Kan. The New York Dramatis
Nezws is published on Broadway, between 17th and
18th Streets.

A Sroxt, New York City.  We believe that Cart-
wright won the seventy two hours go as you please
match in Boston.

Loxp Barrnvore, Baltimore, Md. The various
telegraph stamps are used for franking the tele-
grams of the several companies.

Irxvixg Cony, 192 East 76th St., New York City,
would like to hear from young men wishing to
join a literary and debating society.

JeFFrEYS. Due announcement will be made of
the fact if we decide to include any of the serials
named in MuNsev's PoPULAR SERIES.

E. RopErsoy, 435 Pleasant Ave., New York City,
would like to hear from boys between 13 and 16
who wish to join a military company.

J.J. M., New York City. Good places for fish-
ing near New York are the Cholera Banks, off Long
Rranch, Pelham Bridge, and Greenwood Lake.

D. G. R., Nicholasville, Ky. 1. See answer to
first query of  Blizzard.” 2. We can send youa
binder, flexible cover, good for any volume after
the fourth, for 65 cents, post paid.,

- any other,
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J. B., Grand Rapids, Mich. We should most de-
cidedly advise you =of to join an opera troupe

J. g Duxtar, 228 West 4oth St., New York City,
would be glad to hear from bhoys over is years of
age who desire 1o join the Hamilton Cadets.

Buizzakp, Brooklyn, N. Y. 1. We refer you to a
height and weight table to appear in our next issue.
2. Note size sheetsare preferable for printers’ MSS

J. W. F., Philadelphia, Pa. We find that the
majority of our readers prefer stoiies of contem
porary life to those with scenes laid back a hundred
years or more.

J. L., Chicago, Ill.

Vol. I cannot be obtained

unbound. Very few remain i bound form, and
they cost $5 apiece. The same is the case with
Vols. 11 anj Iﬁ.

B. R., Taylorville, Ill. We do not know of an
remedy for the warping of the back of a bass viol.
The excellence of a good viol lies in its being too
well seasoned to warp.

M. B, New York City. 1. The standing armly
of the United States numbers 26,346 men. 2. If
you desire to obtain a_binder, read the brief edi-
torial on page 264 of No. 277.

Georae L. Giess, 5 Ridge St., Frankford, Phila-
delphia, Pa., would like to correspond with boys
between 14 and 18, and over s ft, in height, who
will help him in forming a militgry company.

F.F., Jr., New York City. It is hardly strange
that you cannot play the piano with any unusual
skill if you only practice for half an hour every
day. Ag deal more than that is needed if you
would attain excellence.

A.F. K., Jersey City, N. J. You will notice that
we published an anicf; on dogs n our last num-
ber. We may at some future time print a paper on
the art of training them, A short article on the
subject appeared in No. 218.

R. G., Brooklyn, N. Y. 1. You can remove
uicksilver froma gold ring with a small file. 2.

reference to Webster, or any other dictionary,
would have shown you that * transpire " and ** per-
spire " are by no means synonymous.

Ros Dame, Philadelphia, Pa. John L. Sullivan
1s not universally recognized as the champion boxer.
There are several rival claimants of that title, and
even the proverbial lawver of your city would find
it hard to decide the highly important guestion.

_C. B,, St. Louis, Mo. 1. The number of revolu-
tions of a propeller wheel made in going at a given
speed depends upon the size and pltch n’? the wheel.
2. Write to the hydrographic office, War Depart-
ment, Washington, for the river charts you desire.

Susscrizer, South Hanover, Mass. 1. The smoke-
stacks of a ship *'rake "’ backwards 1o lessen the
resistance of the air ; the masts of a sailing vessel
do so to make the sails draw better. 2. For your
coin question, see notice near the head of this col-
umn,

J.R., Madison, N. J. Boys must be at least four-
teen to be admitted to the naval school ships.
They receive at first $g a month pay. Further in-
formation will be furnished by the captain of the
Minnesota, lying in the North River, off 26th St.,
New York.

Coxstant Svescriver, Philadelphia, Pa.  You
will find engravings or photographs of some or all
of the yachts you mention at picture stores in your
city. Or you might refer to the illustrated papers
of the last two summers, as for instance No. 243 of
the Axcosy,

Avtax Trext, Cameron, Mo. 1. Munson's sys-
tem of phonography is more generally taught than
2. Yes, we could send samples by ex-
press at receiver's expense. and would allow you
50 cents commission on each $3 subscription you
could secure for us.

READER, Jersey City, N. J. * Number o1 " which
is No. 5 0f Mussey's Poptiar SEries, will be sent
prust paid to any address on receipt of 25 cents,

he future numbers of the series, as we have re.
marked before, will be announced from month to
month as they appear.

A Coxstant Reavek, Bridgeport, Cann. 1. Ex-
pose your books to the air and sunlight for a con-
siderable length of time, or you might uy rose
leaves to remove the odor of tobacco. 2. We can
procure._for you any of Harry Castlemon's works
you desire, at publishers' prices.

E. C. H., Tuscaloosa, Ala. 1. The population of
New York City was 1,206,290 at the census of 1880,
and is now estimated at fully 1,600,000 ; that of
New York State was 5,082,871 at the census, and is
now estimated at s, 7o; . 2. A table of average
heights and weights will be published next week.

E. H. C., Memphis, Tenn. 1. Write to Charles
Scribner's Sons, this city, for the book. 2. A letter
sent to this office, in care of the gentleman named,
will be forwarded to his addre: 2. We expect to
begin a new serial by Oliver Optic in a few weeks,
4. Yes, one of our editors writes continued stories
for the ARGosy.

J. B. L., Philadelphia, Pa. 1. Place two fingers
about half an inch apart on the knife blade or
other piece of steel you wish to test, and blow be-
tween them. If the mark of your breath disap-
pears immediately, the steel is of good quality. .
** That Treasure” will probably be included in
Munsey's PoPULAR SERIES,

G. W, Binghamton, N. Y. No one can become
a midshipman on a man of war except such as take
the full course of study at Annapolis, four years in
the Academy, and two years of special service on
shipboard. = Appointments have to secured
through members of Congress, and the cost of out-
fit foots up to nearly $200.  Accepted cadets receive
$500 a year each as salary.

A. J.F., Cincinnati, O. 1. Senate pages secure
their positions by persistent requests of members
of Congress.  The pay is small, but the perquisites
many, given principally for smartness and atten-
tion. 2. Write to the Llectrical World, Park Row,
this city, for information on electric bell service.
3. O. K.issaid to have heen first used by Davy
Crockett as an abbreviation of his method of spelf-
ing **all correct.” e

Reapeg, Kansas City, Mo. 1. The sea is salt
simply because salt, or chloride of sodium, is pres-
ent in it, being one of the leading constituents &f
the earth’s material. More or less salt is to be
found in almost all streams and rivers, and lakes
become as salt as the sea, and far more so in many
cases, when they have no outlets, which carry of
as much salt as is brought into them. 2. Tides are
caused by the combined attraction of the sun and
moon, but we have not space to explam fully here,
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Something About Ships.

BY CAPT. HENRY F. HARRISON,

N the times of the ancients

ships were built to last.
An old writer mentions
one which had belonged
to the Emperor Trajan as
having in his own day
been raised from the
bed of Lake Riccia, where it had lain
for over thirteen hundred years. The
pine and cypress timbers were well pre-
served. So also the plank sheathing.
This was coated with Greek pitch and
calked with linen rags. Over all small
sheets of lead were tacked, after the
manner of present day ship coppering.

Yet ships of the fourteenth and fif-
teenth centuries were very imperfectly
put together. Insome cases divers were
hired to sail as part of the crew. When
the seams were opened by straining, the
cargo or armament was shifted over to
heel the ship. Then the divers were
sent down to stop the leak the best way
they could. Later this pleasant duty
was delegated to a carpenter who was
suspended over the side in a bowline.

Another peculiarity of ships of those
days was that the masts (which were
loosely ‘‘stayed”) were allowed free
play in the mastholes. The ship sailed
‘““freer,” was the theory; and then light,
as well as air, was admitted below. Also
water, one might be led to think.

On board some of those old times,
when the watches were changed at mid-
night, the boatswain tolled the bell sol-
emnly for a few moments, while another
official called out for the beaefit of the
crew:

“To prayers all and ask forgiveness
for your sins! For who shall say that
before morning every soul of you may
not be plunged into purgatorial flame ?”

As far back as 1620 ships were built
something after the model of the * pink”
or ‘‘pinkey” of a century later, which
was simply an evolution from the old
time caravel. It was found that the
stern being built with a certain degree
of sharpness and sheer dizided the follow-
ing sea. Whereas the broad stern and
flat counter gave fearful leverage to the
striking wave.

A century ago the ‘‘pink” safely
rounded both Cape Horn and the Cape

A TOPSAIL SCHOONER.

of Good Hope, yet to look at the seem-
ingly frail, clumsy appearing craft (of
which but few are extant) a modern
sailor would think it the height of mad-
ness to undertake such a voyage in one.
In an eighty ton pinkey, a young Salem
shipmaster in his twenty first year sailed

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

to the East Indies and back with no bet-
ter chart than a map of the two oceans
torn from an atlas of that day, and made
a very successful voyage at that.

Following the “‘ pink " came the coast-
ers and West Indiamen, with the jaunty
topsail schooner rig, which, alas, is a
thing of the past. Then full rigged
brigs, which are so rarely seen at the
present day. After them the hermaphro-
dite or ‘‘ half rig.” That is a square rig
at the fore, and fore and aft at the
main,

This was in the palmy days of our
ocean commerce. When Donald McKay'’s
Great Republic was the largest ship
afloat—registering 3356 tons old meas-
urement. When the swift sailing Red
Jacket of 2500 tons burthen made the
famous ocean passage to Liverpool in
thirteen days one hour and twenty five
m.:utes. When the Flying Cloud was
only eighty four days from New York to
San Francisco. Anrd when the clipper
Dreadnaught beat the record of the
ocean steamers !

It was quite generally the impression
at this time that the Great Republic was
the largest wooden ship ever built. For
actual carrying purposes this was true.
Yet I find that in 1825, a timber ship was
built at Quebec, called the Baron of Ren-

to the yards by clewlines and bunt-
lines as a prelude to stowing.

I have been interested in looking up
the record of a few of the oldest known
ships that are still afloat.

The old East Indian teakwood ships
used to be considered to last longer
than those built with live oak frames
and planking. The wood itself being
very hard and close grained resists the
action of the teredo, or boring worm,
which is so destructive to ordinary ship
timber. It also contains a sort of oil
which helps preserve the spikes and
bolts driven into it.

Yet I see lately that Nelson's old flag-
ship—the Victory—launched in 1775, is
still afloai. According to the London
papers her timbers and planking of
English oak are in admirable condition.

At a New Bedford wharf lies a partly
dismantled ship called the Rousseau. She
was built in 1801, for the Stephen Girard
packet line of Philadelphia, and after-
wards sold to” parties who fitted her out
for whaling voyages. Not longer than
four years ago the Rousseau returned
from a successful three years' cruise in
the South Pacific, with a full cargo of oil
and bone.

The bark Europa, built in Norway in
1801, recently loaded in a European port.

NELSON'S FLAGSHIP, THE VICTORY.

frew, whose capacity was as follows:
length 309 feet, breadth 6o feet, depth
38 feet, tonnage 5888. This enormous
craft was lost on the Flemish banks on
her first voyage.

Today the Fred A. Billings, is, I think,
considered the largest wooden American

ship, her tonnage being 2600. Yet there -

is an iron ship across the ocean—the
Walter H. Wilson—which, according to
the St. James' Gazette, has a carrying ca-
pacity of 4000 tons.
Both of these are
four masted ships.

Yet what shall we
say of the great
three and four mast-
ed schooners of the
present day? I can
tell you what Jack
Tar says. He calls
them ‘“ man killers.”
Think of a fore and
aft schooner of near-
ly two thousand tons
to be handled by a
crew of only eight
men !

True, many of
these monsters claim
to lighten the crew’s
labor through the
medium of a steam
winch or small don-
key engine. By
means of these sails
are mastheaded and
the ponderous anch-
or lifted to the bows,
together with similar weighty tasks.
Yet in a winter gale off shore, steam
will not assist in taking in or reefing the
immense sails, stiffened, it may be, with
ice and sleet. And fore-and aft sails
are far more difficult to handle than
square sails which can be hauled up

The Amethyst, lost in the Arctic not long
since, is known to have been afloat more
than sixty years. And the old coasting
schooner Polly, built in the war of 1812,
took a cargo of lumber from Bangor last
summer, if I remember aright.

And this brings to mind the old time
freights and profits accruing therefrom.
For example, the Juno of 220 tons
‘“stocked ” for her owners in 1804 over
$100,000 as the result of a three years’
trading voyage to the northwest coast.
And to come nearer our own day, I call
to mind the times when a ship paid for
herself in a couple of voyages from a
cotton port to an English port. I re-
member a Bath shipmaster who at the
time of the Crimean war earned in less
than two years $75,000 for his owners.

It paid to build ships then. And
sometimes paid to build them in a hurry
to meet some pressing demand; as in
1851 and 1852, after the ‘‘California
fever " broke out. Sampson and Tap-
pan, two East Boston ship owners, laid
the keel of a clipper called the Westward
Ho, 1800 tons, on the very same day that
the ship Milton cleared from Boston to
San Francisco. This was in the latter
part of July, 1852. The 16th of October,
the same year, the Westward Ho sailed
for San Francisco with a full cargo, mak-
ing the runin 103days. She discharged
and was taking in ballast when the Mil-
ton came up the harbor, having been
nearly 180 days on the passage. Truly
there were giants in those days. Don-
ald McKay, another famous East Boston
builder, turned out the James Baine,
which ship once logged 420 miles in
twenty four hours, a record never, I be-
lieve, beaten. 3

Among other famous clippers were
the Comet, which in 1852 sailed from
San Francisco to New York in 83'days,
and the Sovereign of the Seas, which

NUMBER 282

reached the same port from the Sandwict
Islands in the marvelous time of 82 days
The latter vessel made 362 knots, or 419
miles, in one sailing d«y, and averaged
over g miles an hour for the entire voy.
age of 17,597 miles. .

But our present day merchant marine
is slowly and surely doomed to Yecay.
Ocean and ‘‘ tramp " steamers are carry-
ing the freights in quicker time and at
less rates than the comparatively few
wooden ships which still remain to us,
Foreign tonnage, too, is making its en.
croachments in the same direction, so
unless Americans can learn to build iron
ships as cheaply as our English znd
Scotch cousins, the swift sailing square
rigger will soon be a thing of the past.

Every season swifter steamers are be.
ing built and their consumption of coal
reduced. The Umbria has run from
Queenstown to Fire Island in six days
two and a half hours, the quickest time
on record for a steamship. The Gertaan
Lloyd has an average of 16.1, the Cunard
16.8, and the Guion 14.1. And Spain,
not reckoned very highly in a maritime
point of view, boasts a torpedo cruiser
which can steam twenty three knots or
almost twenty ‘seven miles per hour
Though I take this statement with a de-
gree of allowance. Between steaming
in smooth water and in a seaway there
is a vast difference. But I believe even
now in our own country a steamer is
built which it is climed will make from
nineteen to twenty knots against wind
and sea. What another century will de-
velop in this*line is purely conjectural
Possibly electricity will be the motive
power, and all the pleasure of a sea voy-
age taken away by its rapidity. Whe
shall say ?

=
CIRCUS TRAL
¢ PRACTICE makes perfect,” and the con-
tinued disuse of powers would result in thei.
loss. Thus it comes to pass that during the
cold weather, when tenting is out of the ques-
tion, circus riders and circus horses still have to
go through their performances in order to keep
their hands—or rather their feet—in practice.
From a paper on such a winter training
school in the New York Times, we make a few
extracts.

From the center of the ring rose a strong
pole, or mast, which lost itself in the beams
above which served to support the dressing
room floor. Three quarters of the way up
from the bottom of the pole there stretched out
an arm, which gave to the pole a gallows-like
appearance. A rope which hung from the end
of this arm, with a halter band of leather, added
to the repulsive look. The arm moved noise-
lessly and easily about the supporting post.
** Is'the young lady to be hung on that gal-
Jows ?” was the facetious inquiry addressed tc
the man of horse lore and circus mystery.

‘' Yes, she'll hang there for a half hour. Here
she comes ; now see how she does it.”

An attendant fastened the halter about the
waist of **the peerless equestrienne,” and the
gallows was ready. But before her lesson is be-
gun Mlle. Troughthehoop goes up to Bob, pats
him kindly on the head and neck, and gives him
alump of sugar. Friendly relations are thus
established between horse and rider, and she
says ‘‘ All right, let him go.” There's a sn2p
of the ringmaster's whip, a characteristically
womanly **Get up ! n a shrill, high key, and
the handsome gray begins his gallop about the
little circus ning.

He accomplishes a half dozen circuits of the
ring, and then Mlle. Throughthehoop makesa
frantic rush at him, catches him by the mane
with one hand and with the other seizes the grip
fastened to the saddle girth and leaps to his
back. At the same instant the rope arrange-
ment of the gallows frame of the mechanicis
hauled taut. It is well it is bhauled taut, too,
for the new horse, startled by the sudden de-
scent on his resined back, jumps away as if
struck by a bullet. The rider loses her focthold,
and if it wasn't for that mechanic and its gal-
lows-like arm, she would have had a bad tum-
ble. 1nstead the mechanic and its arm and
harness keep her swinging in the air, and she is
gradually lowered to the ground.

The ringmaster's whip cracks, everybody yells
¢ Hi-hi-hi,” the horse finally gets down to it
regular gallop once more, and the thing is gone
overand over again. Several times the rider i
saved from a tumble by the mechanic, and
finally ** Bob” is dismissed with a pat and3
lump of sugar, and. another gray horse, who i
an old stager, comés to the ring.

— e
EASIER MATCHED THAN THE BABY.
MRrs. BABEGOOD—I'm going shopping. Lo
sette. Is anything needed for the nursery ?
Loisette—Oui, madame. Leetle Harold, va!
you call—swallow hees r-r-rattle zis morning.
Eet vas ze silvaire one wiz ze bells, madame.
Posseebly you can it match.
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BYGONES.
BY CHARLES MACKAY.

Ye doubts and fears that once we knew,
Ye bitter words, of anger born ;

*Ye thoughts unkind, and deeds untrue,
Ye feelings of mistrust and scorn;

Against your memory we rebel—

e have outlived your foolish day ;

No longer in our hearts you dwell—
Bygones! Bygones! passaway !

But oh, ye joyous smiles and tears,
Endearments fond, and pleasures past ;

Ye hopes of life’s first bucﬁiing ears,
Ye loves that seemed too bright to last ;

Ye charities and words of peace,
Affection’s sunshine after rain ;

Oh, never let your blessings cease—
Bygones! Bygones! come again!

(This story commenced in No. 280.]
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The Treasure Cave of the Ineas.
By G. M. FENN,
Author of ““In the Wilds of New Mexico, etc.

CHAPTER VIIL
ALL IS NOT GOLD THAT GLITTERS.

¢ ELL, lad,” said my uncle, when, re-
freshed by a pleasant bath and a
glass or two of goodly wine with
the meal spread for me, I sat with
him in the shaded room, my aunt—a pleasant,
comely lady,—seated with her daughter, work-
ing by one of the open windows—** well, lad,
people don't come a four or five thousand miles’
journey on pu to pay visits.
What have you got in your eye ?"

‘* Frankly, Uncle Reuben,” I said,
“I don't know. I could not rest at
home, and felt that I must goabroad ;
and now I must say that I am glad
of my resolution.”

1 thought at first, as I was speak-
ing, of the beautiful scenery, but in
the latter part of my speech I was
looking toward Lilla, and for a mo-
ment our eyes met.

My uncle shook his head as I'fin-
ished speaking.

“Soap boiling isn’t a pleasant
trade, Harry,” he said ; ** but as the
old saying goes, * Dirty work brings
clean money.” There's always been
a comfortable home for you, hasn't
there 2

*“Yes, uncle,” I said impatiently.

‘‘And plenty to eat, and drink,
and wear 2™

* Yes, uncle.”

““And your father kept you at a
good school ?”

“* Yes, uncle.”

“‘ Then—it's plain speaking, but I
must give it to you, Harry—you
were a young fool to leave it all.
You were like the dog with the
shadow, you’ve drop, a good
mouthful of meat to grasp at noth-
ing. You'd have done better stick-
ing to the soap.” .

“I couldn’t, uncle,” I exclaimed.

‘“Ah! that’s what all you young
donkeys say. Only to think of it—
throwing up the chance of a good,
sure trade !

‘ But, my dear uncle, I was so un-
suited for it, !houfh 1 am ready
enough to work. If you can give
me employment, pray do so, for do
not think I have come to be a bur-
den to you.”

““My dear boy,” he said gravely,
‘1 don't think anything of the sort.
You are welcome here ; and we owe
you, it seems, the life of our dear
child, though what your share was in saving her
Idon’t know. Don't think, though, that we are
not glad to see you. There,” he said, laughing,
‘‘there’s your aunt ready again to throw her
arms around your neck, you see.”

Mrs. Landell had dropped her work and
crossed over to lay her hand upon my shoulder,
while there was a tear—one bright, gem-like
tear of gratitude—sparkling in Lilla’s eye as she
looked up timidly from her work, 'and that
stupid young heart of mine gave a tremendous
thump against my chest.

There was a pause then for a few minutes,
when, in a thick, husky voice, I once more
tried to speak.

*‘I'm sure,” I said, ** your welcomne is warmer
than I deserve ; and indeed, uncle, I wish to be
no burden to you. If you would rather not em-
ploy me, say so frankly ; but perhaps you might,
all the same, put me in the way of getting on
as you have done.” N

**As 1 have done!” he said laughing. ‘I
see, my dear boy, you look at things with just
the same eyes that 1 did when I came over
yearsago. It’sa lovely country, isn't it, Harry 2"

“Glorious ! " I cried excitedly.

** Yes," he said sadly ; ** glorious as the gilded
frame of a mirror, all luster and brightness,
while underneath it is composition, and wood,
and ill smelling glue. Why, my dear boy, I am
only living from hand to mouth. This looks,
of course, all very bright and beautiful to you
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But fireflies and humming birds, and golden
sunshine, and gayly painted blossoms, are not
victuals and drink, Harry ; and, besides, when
you set to and earn your victuals and drink, you
don’t know but what they will all be taken away
from you. We've no laws here, my lad, worth
a rush. It might be a glorious place, but man
curses it, and we are always having revolutions,
and bloodshed, and misery. We are continually
having new presidents, here, my lad ; and after
being ruined three times, burned out twice, and
saving my life by the skin of my teeth, the
bright flowers and great green leaves seem to be
powdered with ashes, and I'd gladly, any day,
change this beautiful place, with its rich planta-
tions, for a hundred acres of land in one of the
Northern States.”

** But don’t you take rather a gloomy view of
it all, uncle 2 I said, as 1 looked at {nim curi-
ously.

But to my great discomfiture he burst out
laughing, for he had read my thoughts exactly.

‘* My liver is as sound as yours, Harry, my
boy.” he said ; ** and 1 don't believe that there’s
a heartier man within fifty miles. No, my lad,
I'm not jaundiced. There's no real prosperity
here. The peopleare a lazy,
loafing set, and never happy
but when they are in hot
water. There's the old, proud,
hidalgo blood mixed up in
their veins; they are too
grand to work—too lazy to p
wash themselves. There isn't f
a decent fellow in the neigh- /
borhood, except one, ana his / {/
name is Garcia—eh, Lill ?” he /
said, laughing.

Lilla’s face crimsoned as
she bent over her work, while
a few minutes after she rose /
and whispered to Mrs. Lan-
dell. f

THE JAGUAR WAS ABOUT TO SPRING UPON

““You must excuse me, Harry,” said my
aunt, rising. ‘‘ Lilla is unwell ; the shock has
been too much for her.” |

The next moment I was alone with my
uncle, who proceeded in the same bitter strain :

“ Yes, my lad, business is very bad here, and
I cannot see how matters are to mend. I'm
glad to see you—heartily glad you have come.
Stay with us a few months if you are deter-
mined upon a life abroad ; see all you can of
the country and judge for yourself ; but Heaven
forbid that I should counsel my sister's child to
settle in such a revolutionary place !"

1 was not long in finding out the truth of my
uncle’s words. The place was volcanic, and
earthq of no occurrence ; but
Nature in the soil was not one half as bad as
Nature in the human race—Spanish, half blood,
and Indian—with which she had peopled the
region, for they were, to a man, stuffed with
explosive material, which the spark of any ex-
citenent was always liable to explode.

But 1 was delighted with the climate, in spite
of the heat; and during the calm, cool even-
ings, when the moon was glancing through the
trees, bright, pure, and silvery, again and
again I thought of how happy I could be there
but for one thing.

That one thing was not the nature of the
people nor their revolutionary outburst, for I
may as well own that commerce or gropeny had
little hold upon my thoughts until I found how

necessary the latter was for my success. My
sole thoughts in those early days, and the one
thing that troubled me, was the constant pres-
ence of my uncle’s wealthy neighbor, Pablo
Garcia.

After meeting him a few times his very pres-
ence, with his calm, supercilious treatment of
one whom he evidently hated from the bottom
of his soul, was deeply galling to me. Upon
his appearance I used to go out and ramble
away lPoer hours together, seeking the wilder
wooded parts, and the precipitous spurs of the
mountains, climbing higher and higher, till
more than once in some lonely spot 1 came
upon some trace of a bygone civilization—
ruined temple, or palace of grand proportions,
but now overthrown and crumbling into dust,
with the dense vegetation of the region spring-
ing up around, and in many places so covering

it that it was only by accident
that I discovered, in the dark-
ened twilight of the leafy shade,
column or moldering” wall.
‘Then I would sit down to won-
- .

der and try and think out of the
histories of the past. Who
were the people that had left
these traces of a former gran-

deur ? Over some carven stone
light would spring to my un-
derstanding—a light that
brought with it a thrill of

hope of what the future might
hold in store for me.

Then I would return, as night
threatened to hide the track,
back to my uncle’s, to be
treated coldly, as I thought, by
Lilla, while more than once it
seemed that my uncle gazed upon me in a

troubled way.
A At one time I was light hearted and
happy, at another low spirited and de-
pressed ; for I could not see that there was the
slightest prospect of my hopes ever bearing
fruit. I was growing nervous, too, about
Garcia ; not that I feared him, but his manner
now betokened that he bore me ill will of the
most intense character.

As for Lilla, the longer I was at the hacienda
the more plain it became that she feared him,
shuddering at times when he approached—tokens
of dislike that made his eyes flash, and for
which it was very evident that he blamed me.

But his blame was unjust; he had credited
me with having made known the cowardly part
he had played on the river; but though my
uncle and aunt were ignorant of it, the news
reached Lilla’s ears, the medium being Tom
Gilbert.

Tom had settled down very comfortably at
the hacienda, taking to smoking and hanging
about the plantation sheds, and doing a little
here or there as it pleased him, but none the
less working very hard ; and many a time I had

us.

CHAPTER IX.
TOM SPEAKS HIS MIND.

COUPLE of months soon glided away—
a time of mingled misery and pleasure.
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come across him glistening with perspiration as
he tugged at some heavy bale of produce with
all his natural energy when all around were
sluggishly looking on. He studiously avoided
the wooas, though, save when he saw me off
upon a ramble ; and it was one day when I was
standing by Lilla's side at an open window,
previous to taking a long walk, that our atten-
tion was taken up by high words in the yard
close at hand.

That Tom was one of the actors was plain
enough, for his words came loud, clear, and
angry to where we stood ; and it was evident
that he was taking the part of one of the Indian
girls, who was weeping, probably from blows
inflicted by one of her countrymén, whose gal-
lantry is not proverbial.

‘* You red vermin,” cried Tom, fiercely ; “I'll
let you know what's what! We don't strike

women in our country! And
I tell you what, if you touch
her again I'll make that face
of yours a prettier color than it is
now."”

‘‘Pray go and tell my father,”

whispered  Lilla, anxiously.
‘“Quarrels here are very serious
sometimes, and end in~ loss of
life.”

Crack! There was the sound of
a blow, followed by a woman's
shriek of pain.

‘“ Why, you cowardly hound!”

I heard Tom shout. ** You dare hit

\ her, then—you who sneaked off

\ along with  your Spanish Don

\ when the boat was upset, and left
young Miss Lilla to drown! And
then you all go and take the credit,
when it was my friend Harry who
saved her. Take that, you beggar,
and that—and that |

Tom's words were accompanied
by the sounds of heavy blows; and *
on leaping out of the window I came
upon him, squaring away, and de-
livering no meanly planted blows
upon the chests and faces of a couple
of Indians, while a woman crouched,
trembling and weeping, and writh-
ing with Pain, upon the ground.

“That’s a settler for you, any-
how I” said Tom, as he sent one of
his adversaries staggering back for a
few yards, to fall heavily. The
other retreated, but both now pro-
duced their long and ugly looking
knives.

My appearance upon the scene
stayed them for a moment.

‘“ Be quiet, Tom! Are you
mad ?" 1 said, catching him by the
collar, for he was squaring away at
the Indians, who were a couple of
dozen yards away.

By degrees I got Tom cooled
down, and into the house, and on
returning I found Lilla standing
watching for me at the window, but
only to gaze at me with a strange,

troubled look, half pain, half
pleasure, and before I could speak
she had fled.

But an hour had not passed before 1 came
upon her again, speaking anxiously to Tom.
They did not see me approach, and as I was
close up I was just in time to hear Tom ex-
claim :

**But he did, Miss Lilla, and stuck to you
when all the rest had got ashore—the Don and
all.,”

Lilla gave a faint shriek as I spoke ; and then
darting at me a look of reproach, she hurried
away, leaving me excited and troubled ; for she
nad learned a secret that I had intended should
not come to her ears.

‘““How dare you go chattering about like
that ?" I cried fiercely to Tom, for I was anxious
to have some one to blame.

‘1 don't care, Harry,"” he said sulkily. ** Miss
Lilla asked me, and I told her only the truth.
They are a cowardly set; and I'll take any
couple of them, one down and t'other come on,
with one hand tied behind me."

‘* We shall have to go, Tom,” I said bitterly.
‘* What with your brawls and the mischief you
have made, this will be no place for us.”

I spoke with gloomy forebodings in my mind,
for 1 could not but think that trouble was to be
our lot.

“No one wants to send you away,
Harry,” said my uncle that evening, when I
candidly told him of my gloomy expectations.
** Look about you and see the country ; shoot
and fish alittle, too. I need not say, beware of
the caymen—the river swarms with them. See
all you can of the place, and then you'll have to
try somewhere else, Texas or some other West-
ern State—those are the places for a young fel-
low like you.”

Then, clapping me on the shoulder, my
uncle rose and went out.

1 followed him at the end of a few minutes ;
and, so as to be alone, I wandered away from
the house and heedlessly took one of the paths
that led down to the river bank.

It was very hot, but I did not notige it as I
walked slowly and thoughtfully on. he sun
was kept from beating down upon me by the
dense foliage, but there was a steamy heat
arising that at another time I should have felt
oppressive.

Pushing on through the dense vegetation, |
reached a flowery opening across which lay the
decaying trunk of a large fallen tree.



449

The place was a dense thicket all around of
bright hued blossoms, with their attendant train
of birds and gorgeous insects. Huge trees threw
their sheltering arms across, to break up the
sun’s rays into golden showers, which flecked
and danced upon every verdant spot ; but what
held me there was the sight of Lilla seated upon
the fallen trunk, her little straw hat hanging
from one lawn covered arm by the knotted
strings, and a basket filled to overflowing with
bright hued flowers fallen at her feet.

1 could not move nor speak for a few minutes,
and then I was hesitating as to what 1 should
do. In spite of myself a sigh escaped me as 1
gazed at the graceful form; and then, as I
leaned forward it seemed to me that her attitude
was unnatural and strained—that she was gazing
intently upwards, as if at something a short
distance above her head.

1 took a step forward—another and another,
but she did not move  Following the direction
of her gaze, I found her eyes were fixed with a
strange fascination at the great bough above her
—a huge gnarled and knotted bough, with here
and there a tuft of foliage upon it, while its
great thick bark was tinted and shady with rich
brown and umber mosses, and—

**Good heavens!" I ejacula‘ed, and then I
was speechless.

A sense of horror was constricting my heart.
1 was, as it were, fixed to the ground where I
stood, hardly able to breathe, for as I gazed at
the rich marking on the great knotted limb, a
strange shuddering vibration passed through it.
It was in motion for many feet along its thick-
est part, and the umber markings glistened ; for
they were vpon the scaly skin of a huge serpent,
lying in many a fold and convolution upon the
mighty bough.

What did it mean—what was going to hap-

n?

1 could not tell ; but a deadly sickness came
over me—a cold clammy perspiration bedewed
my limbs. I could only see as through a mist,
but plainly enough 1 could make out that fold
was gliding over fold in a horrible lacing and
enlacing of gigantic knots. Slow'y the reptile’s
head was thrust forward, with a gentle waving
motion, rising from amidst a tuft of leaves.
Then, as the gliding of the folds continued, the
head descended in a slow, waving, swinging
fashion, foot after foot nearer and nearer to
Lilla, a forked tongue flashing and playing
about the frightful jaws, and the hideous eyes
fascinating the poor girl, so that 1 saw her
gradually moving toward it.

Slowly, and ever rising and falling, the huge
serpent’s head was lowered foot after foot of its
vast length, while fold after fold was gliding
over the bough, and all this while I swood fixed
to the earth as in the nightmare of a horrible
dream.

As [ recall my sensations I see again the hor-
rible swaying head playing gently up and down,
nearer and nearer. The sun w glistening on
some of the burnished coils, while others were
hidden, to have their presence revealed by the
quivering of twig and trembling of leaf, as they
passed fold over fold.

I could only stand with tottering knees, parted
lips, staring eyes, and painfully drawn breath,
longing to engage in the unequal fight, or to, at

" least, make some noise to divert the horrible
beast ; but my mouth and throat were dry—I
could not utter a sound. 1 was numbed in
body, but the mental anguish was jearful. All
activity seemed to have fled to the seat of
thought, and in imagination I saw all that was
to follow.

And all this time—a tige whose duration
seemed to me hours—Lilla did not move. At
first, while being drawn under the loathsome
reptile's fascination, she had gradually leaned
toward it, till, fixed of eye, she had stopped per-
fectly motionless, as inch after inch her intended
murderer approached.

I would gladly have closed my eyes, but 1
could not, any more than I could afford help.
And now, unwilling witness that I was, I saw
that the moment of extreme horror was ap-
proaching. The serpent had drawn its folds to
a portion of the branch free from foliage ; the
coils were bent as if ready for a spring, the head
was drawn back, the jaws distended.

I gave utterance to a hoarse cry and sprang
forward. The spell that had held me was
broken, and the next instant Lilla was in my
arms, just as I heard a rustle ; then there was a
rush, and I was dashed violently to the ground.

CHAPTER X.
SERPENT AND JAGUAR.

[ UT there were no coils round either of
us, lashing us in a horrible embrace—no
@ fangs were fixed in my shoulder; but
lashing, darting, and whipping itself, as
it were, in every direction, beating down tali
grass and bushy growth, its horrible eyes flash-
ing with pain and rage, the serpent was close at
hand. Its coils were wrapt round a large jaguar,
whose teeth and claws were fixed in the thickest
part ot the reptile, the creature holding on with
all its might, while it tore and ripped away at its
enemy’s body with the great talons of its hinder
paws.

There was a fierce, savage, worrying growl,
the snapping and rustling of tree and shrub, the
lashing about of the serpent’s body, as the two
terrors of the South American forest continued
their struggle.

Now they were half hidden by the under-
growth, whose disturbance only showed the
changes in the savage warfare ; now they strug-
gled into sight, and it was very evident that the
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serpent was being worsted in the encounter.
The jaguar had with the first strokes of its
powerfully armed hind paws inflicted terrible
wounds, which incapacitated the reptile from
using its potent weapon—the crushing power of
its folds.

For a few minutes I could hardly believe in
our escape from so horrible a peril ; but, so far,
we were undoubtedly safe. At last 1 saw the
huge tail of the serpent rise above the long
grass, to vibrate and quiver in the air, twisting
as if the horrible beast were in extreme agony ;
then it disappeared, and 1 prepared to try and
bear Lilla away, for it was plain that the long
continued struggle was bringing the combatants
back toward where we crouched.

But they only came near enough for me to
catch, amidst the rapid evolutions, two or three
glimpses of the jaguar’s glistening, spotted coat,
as he clung, still apparently unharmed, to his
long lithe adversary, whose head was darting
here, there, everywhere, in search of an-avenue
for escape.

Then, again, came a series of writhing con-
tortions, as the serpent twined itself in its agony
round the quadruped. Over and over, with the
the foliage crackling and snapping, they rolled,
but ever now farther and farther away, till it
was with a feeling of extreme thankfulness that
1 knelt there, holding the fainting girl in my
arms, gazing eagerly in her pale face, and think-
ing of the fearful fate she had escaped.

The next moment voices were audible. There
was the rustling of the foliage, and as Lilla
stood pale and leaning heavily upon my arm,
my uncle and Garcia came hastily into view.

I have seen some villainous looking coun-
tenances in my time, but none more abhorrent
of aspect than was that of Pablo Garcia, as,
distorted with rage, he stacted on seeing Lilla
resting half supported by me. The handsome
regularity of his features seemed then to have
the effect of making the distortion more strik-

ing.

** What has happened 2" said my uncle, and
there was a frown on his face, too.

Lilla spoke in faint trembling tones :

“ I was resting after gathering those flowers,
when a rustling overhead took my attention,
and—ah ! —"

She shuddered, turned pale, and covered her
face with her hands, quite unable to proceed.
My uncle turned to me, and I explained what 1
had seen, in proof of which I turned to the
beaten down foliage, upon which lay spots and
gouts of blood, which we traced right down to
the river’s bank, in a dense bed of reeds. There
they ceased, and it was not thought advisable to
search farther.

‘“ Let us get back, my child,” said my uncle
tenderly to Lilla. **You must come alone in
the woods no more.”

There was a troubled and meaning tone in
my uncle’s words, and more than once I caught
his eye directed at me. But directly after he
moved off towards the hacienda, closely fol-
lowed by Garcia.

At this juncture Tom came forward with a
suggestion

** It looks as if Don Garcia and your uncle
scarcely believe what you told them, Harry,”
he said.

I only shrugged my shoulders, and Tom went
on :

** That jaguar is still down there 1 those tall
rushes. What do you say to going up to the
house, getting the guns, and then shooting the
beast and skinning him, so as to show them
that he was not merely an imaginary mon-
ster 2"

There was something in Tom's project that
interested me, and I turned to him with eager-
ness. Adventure—something to prove that I
had been no boaster, something to divert the
current of my thoughts ; it was the very thing,
but I said gloomily the next minute :

*“We should be too late, Tom; the beast
must have taken to the river.”

** All wounded beasts make to the water
Harry,"” said Tom ; *' but we don't know that we
should be too late. What I say is—let's try.”

*“Come along then,"” I cried.

‘We walked up to the hacienda, encountering
Garcia on the portal. He bestowed upon us
both a sneering grin as we again issued forth,
each carrying a double gun loaded with buck-
shot.

I don't think we, either of us, stopped to con-
sider whether it was prudent to run the risk be-
fore us, with a very problematic chance of suc-
cess. Hurrying back, regardless of the sun, we
soon stood once more by the fallen tree, and be-
gan to follow the beaten track left by the con-
tending enemies till we reached the great brake
by the river side, when for the first time we
turned and looked at each other.

**Oh, it's all right, Harry,” said Tom ; **and
if he'sin here we'll soon rouse him out.” o
it was evident that he had interpreted the
doubt that had found a home in my mind.

**You think it will be here still 2" T said.

** Look yonder. at those monkeys,” replied
Tom. * They are not chattering and swing-
ing about there for nothing."

A family of monkeys were aloft, howling and
making a deafening din, and I could not help
thinking with Tom that it meant the presence of
enemies.

** Look out!" I shouted the next minute to
Tom; for a huge crocodile that we had passed
unseen, sleeping amongst the dank herbage,
had apparently awakened to the belief that we
were trying to cut off its retreat, and was charg-
ing down straight at Tom in order to reach the
river. It was only by a grand display of activ-

ty that might have been learned cf the monkeys
above us that he avoided the onslaught. The
next minute the hideous reptile had disappeared
from sight ; but we could hear its rustling on-
ward progress, followed by a heavy splash, one
or two ominous growls, and increased activity
among the monkeys, showing that our ideas
with respect to these latter.were not without
basis.

We stepped  slowly on through the dense
brake, parting the heavy growth with the bar-
rels of our guns as we trod hghtly over the
swampy ground, which sent up a hot, stifling,
steamy exhalation,

Yard after yard we pressed on, watchful ever ;
but though the track was plain enough, the
elastic water grasses had sprung back so as to
thoroughly impede our view, and we knew that
at any moment we might be ready to plant our
feet upon the wounded monster that we scught.

Twice over little alligators went scuttling
from beneath our feet, at the last time drawing
forth an ejaculation from Tom, and then we
stopped short with our guns at our shoulder ;
for Tom's utterance was followed by a warning
shriek from the monkeys, aud then, as that
ceased, came a low, fierce, snarling growl from
apparently just in front.

* What shall we do ?" 1 thought.

Fora moment I felt disposed to try and get
round some other way, but the slightest move-
ment now was sufficient to bring forth a growl
from our invisible enemy. It was very plain
that we had tracked the jaguar to his lair,
while the boa had escaped.

To have retreated would have been to bring
an attack down upon us ; so after a glanc at
Tom’'s resolute face I made a sign and we took
a step in advance. 2

Only one. We had time for no more, for
with a savage yell the jaguar bounded right at
Tom from the opening. We just obtained a
glimpse of it, and it was like firing at a streak
of something brown passing rapidly through
theair, but fire I did, both barrels almost sim-
ultaneously. The next moment Tom was
knocked down and the jaguar had disappeared
amongst the reeds we had just passed.

** Are you hurt, Tom 2" I cried anxiously, as
1 stooped to secure his undischarged gun.

** Hurt ! he exclaimed angrily ; **of course
lTam! Justas if you could have one of those
great cats fly at you and knock you over with-
out being hurt ! But I'm not killed, Harry,"”
he said, rising and shaking himself. ** Look
out!"

At that moment, snarling and lashing its tail
from side to side as it showed us its white teeth,
the jaguar now crept back, cat-like, on its belly,
as if about to spring.

(70 be continued.)
-
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Warren Haviland,

THE YOUNG SOLDIER OF FORTUNE.
By ANNIE ASHMORE,
Author of ** Who Shall be the Herr 2" etc., etc.

CHAPT XXXIL
THE HANDS OF THE ENEMY.

ARREN sat stunned, and for a moment
his fourage failed him. A memory of
the swamps and forests of Storm
Rock, of the anguish of body and mind
endured there at the hands of McDade, came
back to chill his warm blood, and cow his bold
spirit.  Pale as ashes, he remained silent till a
taunting chuckle escaped the imp on the box,
and stung him into a frenzy of rage.

**Step up on the front seat, Tim, and screen
me from that animal. I'll try to burst the door
open,” he said, suppressing his agitation with a
strong effort.  Sloper obeyed, setting his shoul-
ders against the imp's post of espial, to feel a
rain of blows instantly descend upon him from
the stony fists of the indignant youth. But he
kept his place nevertheless, while Warren tried
his best to force the doors, and finding all his
efforts vain, he smashed out the glass of the one
on the driver’s side, and stretched his head out
to see the unknown one. He drew it in with an
expressive gesture,

**It's McDade, sure enough,” he said. Then
catching an idea of what the imp was about, he
signed Tim to move suddenly aside, and drove
his fist through the window frame with such
unexpected vim that it came in violent contact
with the gamin's countenance, and produced a
grimace even more hideous than its former per-
formances.

All this while the coach continued to rush
down the stony declivity at breakneck speed,
jolting, creaking, toppling on two wheels one
moment, to surge over on the other two the
next ; the stones flew up breast high and the
noise was deafeni

*Is it no go
get out anyhow ?

** No, indeed ; the very window frames are
smaller than usual, and we couldn't creep out if
we tried,” chafed Warren. ** Oh, I'm wild with
chagrin to think how we let ourselves be
trapped !"

** Hush, Warren, old fellow ; keep cool, and
let us thank Heaven that we're together,” said
Tim, soothingly. ** You have that bogus note
of Mr. Walsingham's in your pocket, haven't
you? Give it here, and do you guard the win-
dow while I write our scrape on the back of it.
‘We can hide it somewhere, so that the livery

g
asked Sloper, **Can't we

" for liberty that almost knocked the giantdo
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stable folks will find it—at least we'll risk th
chance.”

“You're cool enough, you cucumber,
turned Warren with a feeling of relief, for the
pale lad's self possession strengthened hin
resist the passionate anger which confused §
mental faculties and prevented him from cor-
triving any way of escape.
 He toox his'place as screen, forcing the
ish spy to withdraw his now damaged counten
ance from its loop hole, while Tim pencied 5
few lines on the back of the note.

He had just finished explaining how they haJ
been lured from home, when the carriage
bumped over the last bowlder of the cart rcad
and rolled smoothly over the level, hard packed
sands of the sea beach. Tim tried to see all L
could from the window, and dashed down what
he saw ; namely, a boat pulled up not far o,
and two men running from her to meet the car-
riage.  Not daring to delay longer, he concealen
the hasty scrawl by tucking it under the faster
mgs of the linen cushion cover on the unger
side, hoping that the owner of the vehicle might
be in the habit of dusting out the carriage and
turning the cushions wrong side up at nig
and might thus find the scrap and send it on w0
Mr. Walsingham. He had just finished when
the coach halted. Warren sprang to look rut,
and the imp crowed in through the vacated wun-
dow :

** Hooroar ! we've arriv, gents—on'y see
where yer air ! Hooroar ! ain't this bully fun!
Yer sold, young 'uns—done brown !" and jump-
ing down, the imp commenced joyously revols-
ing on hands and feet around the carriage. like
an animated cart wheel. The driver droppedto
the beach on the other side, and strode to War-
ren's door. He did not trouble himself to ¢
tort his features today, but scowled upon the
lad with all the gathered hatred of a man who
has nursed an imagined injury for weeks.

He unlockesl the door; and Warren, who
was poised ready, made a fierce, strong bound

but a hithe, bony pair of arms caught the fug-
tive and held him fast till McDade came to
aid, and in a few moments Warren, despite his
mad struggles, shouting loudly for help the
while, was thrown on the sand bound hand and
foot, his mouth gagged with his own handker-
chief.

Sloper had been set upon by two others atthe
same time, and as he offered no resistance. they
made short work of him, and laid him dowr be-
side his comrade, bound and gagged in the same
manner,

The place was an utter solitude, about five
miles from the town, though the boys of course
did not know that the cart road had taken them
two miles beyond Silver Hill.

It was a small cove, surrounded by sand
hills, beyond which_the country rose to some
elevation. A mean little schooner lay securels
hidden under the tallest hill, and the moment |
Warren saw it he knew it for Burroe’s sniug- l
gling old tub, the Snowflake.

** Aha ! Messieurs Marvin and Sloper,” cried |
a familiar voice, and the Frenchman Fontaine,
thesame whose lean arms had caught Warren
in the middle of his leap from the coach,
stooped over the bound and Felpless captives,
with his hands on his knees, and his narrow,
bead black eyes sparkling with the malevolent
pleasure of a fiend’s.

** Aha! you two clevare garcons, you play s
a smart trick de odare day, now it is our tum—
eh, mes braves! You rob us of our booty, you
trap us like rats, you roll us in de mud, you
hoot us from de town—you ! Ver' good, it i
our turn now, and pargeu/ we willimprove on
de favors—eh, Messieurs Marvin and Sloper?
Eh?" and he loudly snapped his bony fingers
in their faces, each in turn.

The scorn in their eyes stung him into sud-
den fury, and seizing Warren by the collar, and
signing Manet, who stood by, 1o do the same by
Sioper, he began to drag his victim towards the
water, swearing in his own patois that they
should take their bath at once, why not ?

** And if the tide carries them out, all the bet-
ter, surely,” cried he to the ally. .

In vain the boys struggled; they were help-
less in the cruel hands of their enemies. Chok-
ing for breath through the savage compression
at their throats, digging their heels desperately
into the sand, writhing in their bones, theywere |
still dragged nearer and yet nearer to the sea
line. Once thrown upon the waves their dooal |
was sealed, for the tide was ebbing, and, bound |
as they were, they must be washed out wit |
like passive logs. |

Was this to be their fate 2" |
A hoarse shout arrested the murdercus ;

Frenchmen. They paused, so near each otiet
that the boys could look their despair into each |
other’s eyes. 1

* Fetch them youngsters back here, Johont
Crapaud,” roared McDade. ** Here—no manke;
i or I'll hev ter take ye in hand.”

Muttering oaths, the disappointed ruffan
dragged their intended victims back to theboat. |
and sullenly flung them into it at McDade*
command. Hehad dispatched the urchin town-
ward with the coach, and was now ready to em-
bark.

*Look a here, you two Frenchies." siid
he gruffly, **don’t you go for to meddle i
what's none o' your consarns. Them boys be
longs to the boss an' to me, mind that.”

The wretches shrugged their shoulders wit!
pretended indifference, but the captives shic-
dered at the snaky gleam of their eyes, «bich
told another tale.

For the present the boys were safe at least
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from murder. The boat was shoved off, and
five minutes brought it alongside the schooner,
which sported a new name on the painted over
place where the old one had been—namely,
the Spanker.

The boys were hoisted up to the deck like two
sacks of potatoes. Their bonds and gags were
removed, and they found themselves standing
before a slim, undersized man in black broad-
cloth, who eyed them over with a pair of mean,
shrewd optics, an impudent smile on his thin
lips—Hawk, in fact, in his own proper person.

¢ So, so, Caleb .Hawk, it's you who have
dared to * boss' a kidnaping affair 2" exclaimed
‘Warren indignantly.

** Oh, you'd best be civil, you officious fool,”
retorted Hawk. ‘' If you had stopped at home
with your mother it would have paid you better
in the long run. As for you, Tom Fenwick,”
he snarled, turning fiercely upon the other boy,
*¢ you'll play fast and loose with me no longer.
Here, McDade, off with them.”

There were three other sailors aboard besides
McDade and the Frenchmen. They looked on
stolidly while ‘McDade and Fontaine drove the
boys to the forward hatch, shoved them roughly
down the ladder, and banged down the hatch.

The boys stumbled down the grimy steps and
found themselves in a foul hole, dimly lit by the
bull's eye set in the deck.

They turned and looked each other in the
face by the ghastly ray. Warren's was wild
with amazement, Sloper's humble, sad and en-
treating.

** Tom Fenwick " whispered Warren, when
at last he could speak, *‘tell me, are you my
cousin Tom Fenwick, that I have sought so
Jlong 2"

And the boy hid his shamed face in his
trembling hands, faltering :

““Yes, Warren, yes. I was ashamed to let
you know me till I had repaired the wrong I
did you.”

CHAPTER XXXII
INVESTIGATION AND PURSUIT.

T was five o'clock before Mr. Walsingham,
bruised and shaken as he was by the rough
usage he had endured, was able to walk the
five miles to Colonsay, and when he reached

Mr. Arkwright’s office he was completely worn
out. Warning was telegraphed all over the
town for the police to be on the lookout for the
team’s return ; the various livery stables were
visited in search of its owner ; and before six
o'clock a policeman arrived with the scrap of
paper which Tom Fenwick had concealed in the
carriage that had conveyed him and Warren to
their unknown fate.

Fancy Mr. Walsingham's emotions, when, in
the search for traces of one set of rascals, he
stumbled upon another set, whose depredation
was so much more distressing than the loss of
his gold | .

4 Dear Sir,” wrote Towm, *‘ this forgery will
show you what lured us from your house. A
street boy brought it. He had a carriage. Mec-
Dade got in after we had started. 1hey have
come by a rough cart road to the sea shore,
where a boat is waiting for us. . . . Who-
ever finds this I beg him to send it to Mr. Wal-
singham, Stlver Hill. 1t is important.”

Mr. Walsingham at once went to see the
coach in which this letter was found, and recog-
nized it as the same which had carried him off.

A light then broke upon him. His coachman
had been an unusually tall man. The place
where the two rogues had left him stunned was
within two or three minutes’ walk of the sea-
shore. The pseudo agent Conroy was a small,
slim man, as the scoundrel Hawk had been de-
scribed to be, and his hirsute ornamentation
might easily be false. Was it not apparent
that both misdeeds had been done by the same

air ?
> Hawk and McDade had traced the boys to
Colonsay, had come South in pursuit, had there
heard about Mr. Walsingham's gold and con-
cocted the robbery, grafting it on the abduction,
thus killing two birds with one stone !

Returning to the inspector’s office, he found
the detective, who had brought another item to
add to the chain. In his search for clews to the
false Conroy’s possible whereabouts, he had tel-
egraphed to Macready & Dillon for information,
and received their prompt repudiation of Con-
roy. He had then telegraphed along the line
to discover where Mr. Walsingham's message
to the San Franciscan firm had been intercepted
and answered.

He had heard from a small hamlet six miles
from town, in fact that very St. Andre where
the boys had seen McDade. The operator there
was a young girl, whose office adjoined the
railway station. At three o'clock that after-
noon, when she was quite alone, a ragged youth
had come in pretending to sell fruit. He had
suddenly sprung upon her and forced her to -
hale chloroform until she was unconscious. He
had then waited by the instrument until the mo-
ment previously agreed upon by Conroy, when
Mr. Walsingham's inquiry was to be sent to
Macready & Dillon, then he had ‘‘ tapped the
wire,” taken off the message, answered it ac-
cording to orders, and connected the wire again,
disappearing before the operator had regained
her senses.

The result of the investigation was that, hav-
ing traced the route by which the boys had been
taken to the seashore, and having discovered
that a schooner had been seen lurking about the
shore all day, it was arranged that pursuit
should be made by the police steamer at once.
At nine that night all was ready, and Mr, Wal-
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singham went aboard with his detective and a
force of officers.

The schooner had started at six from the
cove, five miles north of the town, and had thus
three hours start and five miles advantage of
the steamer. The schooner could not sail above
seven or eight knots an hour, as the wind was
unfavorable and would necessitate considerable
tacking, while the steamer, very little affected
by the wind, ran twelve knots and almost on a
straight course.

Thus, supposing that the Snowflake was
twenty five or thirty knots ahead when the
Argus commenced the pursuit, it would take the
Argus over two hours to cover the distance, dur-
ing which time the Snowflake might be eighteen
knots further on; another hour and a half
would fetch the Argus within twelve miles of
the fugitive, another hour within eight, and so
on; for a stern chase is proverbially a long
chase, even when the pursuer has the advantage
of speed.

In fact it was between three and four in the
morning when the lookout on the police boat,
who had constantly watched the horizon through
a strong night glass, reported the dirty sail they
sought perhaps six miles ahead ; and even then
they might be mistaken, for they had passed
several vessels about the schooner’s size and
burden, and had been delayed while exacting a
satisfactory account of them. Then, as they
forged nearer, the alteration of the name from
that given by Warren in the narrative of his
history to his friends, began to puzzle the pur-
suers already.

But as soon as_the schooner perceived the
steamer, she was observed to alter her course
and stand in for the shore ; confusion became
visible on her decks, then a boat swung into
view, tied astern, then came the report of a pis-
tol, and at last Mr. Walsingham, who was gaz-
ing his sharpest through a sea glass, uttered a
loud cry of exultation.

‘* Bless the brave boys! By George!
proud of them.”

I'm

CHAPTER XXXIIL
TOM FENWICK'S STORY.

HE two cousins, so strangely discovered to
each other, had spent the long hours of
that night in their nauseous prison, the
forehold, enduring discomforts horrid

enough to be unforgotten as long as they live.
As long as the daylight lasted a little light

filtered through the thick and dirty glass of the
bull's eye, and although it only served to show
them the reeking filth of the hold, which had
certainly never been cleaned out since the

[ &

. schooner was launched, they could also see

each other’s faces, and drink courage from each
other’s faithful eyes. But when night came and
the wretched place swiftly darkened to a pitchy
blackness, then horrors thickened about them,
and they had need of all the grit in their compo-
sition.

For rats came out of their holes on prospect-
ing expeditions, and ran over their I};el. and
squeaked and scampered, here, there and every-
where, ever growing bolder, till they were nib-
bling their boots and trying experimental scram-
bles up their bodies and down again ; not ten
nor twenty only, but hosts—countless hosts, that
forced the captives to stand on a spirit cask,
their arms wrapped round each other to pre-
serve their precarious balance, while they kicked
and stamped continually, and barely kept off the
rabid swarms that thirsted for their blood !

‘The smell of bilge water was frightful, yet
the beleaguered captives greeted the first swash
of a leak across the floor with joy, for the water
must surely frighten their living foes into their
holes! As the schooner tacked to and fro she
shipped salt water, which found its way into
the hoid, and gurgled across the place, hither
and thither, driving the vermin in front of it,
till it rose high enough to cover the floor, when
at last they deserted the field ; and the boys,
almost dropping with exhaustion, thankfully
sat down on their cask, close together, and let
the malodorous waves wash over their feet, then
their ankles, and keep on creeping higher every
hour.

“This is a frightful predicament for you to
be placed in through me, and yet you haven't
spoken one bitter word,” said Tom mournfully,
when the flood was at their knees and they were
well nigh suffocating in the stirred up stench.

** And never will, to you, I hope, old fellow,"”
returned Warren, in his hearty way. ‘‘Come,
Tom, have done grieving over the past; it 7s
past, you know, but the future 1s all before us,
and we can be all the better friends for that mis-
take of yours.”

* Yes, that's your generous way of puttingit,”
said Tom with emotion, **and what a poor cur
I should be if I didn’t try hard to be worthy of
your generosity, and get rid of the faults in my
character that have led to this. I'll tell you all
about myself now, Warren, if you'll let me, al-
though I had set my heart on forcing Hawk to
give up your mother’s money before I let you
know that I was your Cousin Tom.”

“Tell away, Tom, if it will ease your mind.
but I don't care now what you may have done
before 1 knew you—it wasn’t very wrong, I
guess.  You've been brave and true ever since,
and I'll judge you by that.”

So there in the noisome darkness, an unknown
fate before them, and the unseen waters rising
inch by inch, Tom told the story of his tempta-
tion and fall.

For some time before his death Mr. Fenwick’s
affairs had been in confusion through sudden
losses ; he had borrowed money from Hawk the
money lender, and Hawk had swindled him

cruelly. The discovery was a blow under which
the weary man sank ; he took to his bed, never
again to rise. He had secured twenty five
thousand dollars of his money in the beginning
of his troubles, and deposited it in a bank, the
name of which he kept to himself; this sum
he solemnly commanded Tom to forward to
Mrs. Haviland directly after his death, explain-
ing her claim to it.

Infortunately Hawk had found means to
overhear the interview between the dying father
and his son; he was fraudulently claiming all
Mr. Fenwick's property to ccver the loans he
had made, and hearing of this large sum, he
could not resign himself to losing it. As soon
as Mr. Fenwick was buried he took possession
of the wreck of the property, but kept Tom in
his power by persuading him to continue on his
father’s place as his guest, until he, Hawk,
could find some provision for him. Tom was
timid and pliant, and stayed with him, against
his better judgment,

Hawk immediately spoke about the Haviland
loan, pretending that Mr. Fenwick had told
him about it long ago, and had forgotten the
circumstance. He proposed that, instead of
returning the money at once to Mrs. Haviland,
who was wealthy, and did not need it, Tom
should hand it to him to *‘ turn over ” once or
twice, so as to earn a little capital for Tom to
begin his fight for bread.

'om knew well that the deed was wrong, and
that he would be disobeying his father's dying
command if he yielded, and yet, after a brief re-
sistence, he did yield, feeling unable to contend
with the persistency of Hawk, and even excus-
ing himself by adopting Hawk'’s view, that the
Havilands were rolling in wealth while he was
penniless, and what did it matter to them
whether he speculated first with their money be-
fore returning it, or returned it at once. He
could go on paying the interest as his father
had done, and Hawk had promised that the
restoration should not be delayed many months.

So he delivered up the pass book which his
father had fided so sol ly to his guardi
ship; and Hawk went at once to the bank for
the prize, but to his great indignation the
banker demanded a certain time before he could
disburse such a large sum, his being but a pro-
vincial firm, and Hawk was forced to wait.

Then came the letter announcing Mr. Havi-
land’s death, which Hawk kept to himself. He
knew now that Mrs. Haviland must call in her
money very soon, and made secret preparations
to send Tom out of the Havilands’ way to his
old crony and fellow sinner, Burroe in Canada.

Warren arrived unexpectedly, and Hawk
must have been in a fine distraction while
scheming how to keep the cousins from meet-
ing! He turned the key on Warren, found
‘Tom, and poured forth a ready made romance,
to the effect that he had succeeded in drawing
out the whole of the money from the bank a
few days ago, and had invested it in some won-
derful ‘enterprise which was certain to yield
fifty per cent in a few months, but here was a
lawyer from the Havilands, demanding the
cash, and there would be a dreadful row if it
came out that Tom had speculated with it. So
Hawk urged Tom to slip out of the way and
keep concealed during these few months, after
which he could return the loan and possess a
nest egg of his own as well. In fine, he so
wrought upon the poor boy’s weakness and
dread of disgrace that he got him to mount
his own fast horse and set out for Captain Bur-
roe's,

(70 be continued.)
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EXCHANGES.

Our exchange column is open, free of chiarge, to sub-
scribers and weekly purchasers of THK GOLDEN ARGOSY,
but wecannot publish exchianges of firearms, birds’ eggs,
dangerous chemicals, or_any objectionable or worthless
articles; nor exch Ters,” nor any exchanges
of papers, except those sentby readers who wish to ob-
tain back numbers or volumes of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

We must disclaim all rexponsibility for transactions
made through this department. Al who intend to
make an exchange xhould before doing so write for par-
ticulars to the address given by the person offering the
exchange.

We have on file & number of exchanges, which will be

published in their turn as s00n a8 Kpace permits.

J. W. Wene, Asbury Station, N. J. A book by
Ellis, for one by Castlemon.
Charles D. Abbott, Milford, Del. A pair of

opera glasses, for rare coins.

Harry Peck, Rising Sun, Ind. A 10 keyed ac-
cordion, for a good violin box.

A. W. Ferree, Box 107, Constantine, Mich. A
violin, for stamps or bound books.

Sam J. Unger, Wellsboro, Pa. A set of boxing
gloves, in good condition, for a press.

Graff Clarke, Princeton, Kan. ‘*The Mill on
the Floss,” for a book on ventriloquism.

James E. Nash, South Norwalk, Conn.
lantern, with slides, for a printing press.

Clyde Davis, Bellefonte, Pa. A Challenge bicy-
cle, nearly new, cost $7s, for a piccolo or clarionet.

A. V. Groupe, s15 Pine St., Philadelphia, Pa. A
concertina, a fencing sword, and books, for a vio-
in.

F. Van Der Kar, 8;8 River St., Troy, N. Y. Two
hundred and fifty postmarks, for a small steam en-
gine.

G. Orme, 608 14th St., N. W., Washington, D. C.
One thousand tin tags, 410 varieties, for fishing
tackle.

H. B. Hall, Dansville, N. Y. A 12z ft. canvas
canoe, nearly new, for a violin, with bow and case,
worth §25.

John C. Moore, 133 Broadway, Brooklyn, N. Y.
Stamps, for the same, Correspondence with col-
lectors desired.

B. Summerson, Emlenton, Pa. A miniature
steam engine, with boiler, for a pair of No. 11
clamp ice skates.

A magic
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Irving Carpenter, New Market, N. J. A silver
watch, valued at $8, for a set of boxing gloves.

1. Osmun, Box A, Lansdale, Pa. A number of
articles, fqr a violin, bow, and box. Send for list.

George Stroble, La Porte, Ind. Books valued at
$1.50, and 175 different tin tags, for a Waterbury
watch in good order.

C. J. Smith, Jr., Glenwood Ave., Baltimore, Md.
A 2 1-2 by 4 self inking press, with 5 fonts of type,
etc., for an incubator.

James Trent, Osceola, Toa, A pair of No. 101-2
nickel plated lever skates, for a set of 4 boxing
gloves or fencing foils.

F.S. Branlik, 804 F St., N. W., Washington, D. C.
Two albums, with about 600 stamps, for boxing
gloves or athletic goods.

Louis H. Falck, 620 Walnut St., St. Louis, Mo.
A pair of skates, and books, for a set of boxing
gloves or an iron square.

Edward G. Fey, 457 East Ohio St., Allegheny,
Pa. Books valued at $6.50, for a set of gnxing
gloves in good condition.

R. V. L. Howard, 326 Reed St., Philadelphia,
Pa., would like to correspond with stamp collect-
ors, with a view to exchange.

Arthur Kay, 2250 State St., Chicago, 1ll. Four
thousand tin tags, soo varieties, for a bound vol-
ume of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Robert H. Ward. 156 6th St., Brooklyn,N. Y. A
small speed lathe and a miniature steam engine,
for a small slide valve engine.

Pobert W. Thompson, 229 West g7th St., New
York City. A camera and other articles, fora 48
or s inch bicycle. Send for list.

P. V. Loth, 14 Barr St., Cincinnati, O. Eleven
hundred tin tags and 2200 U. S. stamps, for Vol. I,
II, 111, or IV of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY

J.F. Annear, 530 15t St., Louisville, Ky. A photo
camera with outfit, and 4 books, for Vols. I and II,
or Il and IV, of Tue GoLpeEN ARGOSY.

W. A. Arnold, Box 4, Willimantic, Conn. Min-
erals, 1700 U. S. stamps, and 1100 tin tags, for min-
erals, stamps, or tags not in his collection.

Joe Howard, 183 Arlington St., Cleveland, O.
A'violin with bow and box, for a banjo with not
less than 13 brackets. Send full description.

Ned P. Keyes, Grand Ledge, Mich. A nickel
plated stereoscope, with go views, and books by
Alger, Castlemon, and others, for a photo outfit.

B. R. Stoddard, Jr., 3or East 102d St., New York
City. A new $z.50 Eclipse camera, and a book. for
a microscope, or a set of boys' boxing gloves or

oils.

Jos. Leeds, 626 Owen St., Philadelphia, Pa. A
trick box, with g tricks, valued at $1.25, stamps,
and postmarks, for a telescope, or a pair of boxing
gloves.

G. W. Wilcox, 13 Cambridge Place, Brooklyn.
N. Y. Vol Vof Tue GoLpEN ArGosy,and z books
by Castlemon, for Vol. I, I1, or III. City offers
preferred.

F. W. Schneider, 141 Pennsylvania Ave., Alle-
gheny. Pa. A hand inking press, chase s by 7 1-2,
and 6 fonts of type, for 2 telegraph keys and sounders
in good repair.

Harry J. Lambert, 22 1-2 Tenth St., Hoboken,
N. J. %'\\'0 books by Optic, two by Mayne Reid,
and one by Kingston, for the best offer of Tuk
GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Stephen Brewster, 54 Clinton St., East Orange,
N.J. *“A Voyage to the Gold Coast” and ** The
Boys in the Forecastle,” for Nos. zog to 216 of The
GOLDEN ARGOSY,

John H. Longbottom, s12 Line St., Camden, N. J.
Eight hundred and sixty tin tags, 100 varieties, for
a pair of No. 10 roller skates, or numbers of Mux-
sEV's POPULAR SERIES,

Wallis Sanborn, 604 North 2d St., Rockford, Til.
A photo outfit, or 10 books, or a pair of ice skates
valued at $10, for a volume of THE GOLDEN AkGOsY,
111, 1V, or V preferred.

A. S. Smith, 268 Bank St., Newark, N. J. A
press, with_type, ink, roller, etc., for any bound
volume of Tie GOLDEN ARGOSY previous to the
fifth, in good condition.

Harry Causey, care Markell Bros., Baltimore,
Md. A pair of Henley patent nickel plated roller
skates, to fit a No. 5 1-2 shoe, for a stamp album,
with or without stamps.

W. W. Stevens, 26 King St., New York City. A
telegraph key, sounder, battery, and instructions,
for a large concertina or other musical instrument,
or an electric bell outfit. %

Fred Haas, 120 North Lumber St.. Allentown,
Pa. A fife, with instruction book and melodies,
and a smmr album with stamps, for long job type.
Send sample impressions.

Thomas E. McLeese, Box 2689, New York City.
A gold fountain pen, a 4 by 8 hand inking press
and roller, and a 2 by 2 1-2 camera and outfit, for a
4 by 5 camera and outfit.

John C. Landis, Middletown, Pa. A sby 712
press, 2250 foreign and U. S. stamps, a typewriter,
and a 1-2 horse power engine, for an 8 by 12 self
inking press and complete outfit.

Harry G. Wolf, Chambersburg, Pa. A 6by 4
Model press, with g fonts of type, 3000 cards, etc.,
and a Holley scroll saw complete, valued at $60,
for a 48 or so in. nickel plated bicycle.

C. M. D. Tilley, Mattituck, N. Y. A 212 by
31-2 self inking Excelsior press, valued at $i6,
with 8 fonts of type, etc., for a banjo with not less
than 16 brackets, and a violin or guitar.

Harry J. Land, 378 Pleasant Ave., New York
Ci * Life of Napoleon,” ** The Bear Hunters,”
“*Willis the Pilot,”” and a book on cricket and
lacrosse, for books by Optic or Converse.

Charles Parmelee, 340 Bridge St., Brooklyn, N. V.
A Young America self inking pre with 2 chase
etc., cost $45, for a scroll saw with attachments,
and carpenters’ tools. New York and Brooklyn
offers only.

Harry Coleman, 13 Harrison St., Syracuse, N. Y.
Ice skates and roller skates, a Weeden steam en-
gine, a magic lantern and views, 10 books, rubber
type and a bracket saw, for a set of boxing gloves
or a saddle.

Charles A. Streffler, 46 West 11oth St.. New York
City. A silver chain, stamps, a font of type, s A,
books by Alger etc., and other articles, all valued
at $12.50, for a camera or a set of boxing gloves of
equal value.
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JOURNALISTIC RULES IN FRANCE.

‘THE publishers'of our daily papers would have
a hard time of it if their lot was cast in France,
where it appears that it is illegal to make com-
parisons in circulation between rival sheets.
The American proprietors of an English daily
published in Paris were sued for $4,000 damages
because they stated in tabulated form that the
circulation of their paper was as six against one
compared with another printed in the same
language and also published in the French
capital.

The injured parties did not claim that the
statement was erroneous ; they merely asked for
protection under the existng laws of France
which regard this style of advertising as *‘ unfair
competition.” y

-
A TOUGH CITIZEN.

LoVERS of law and order may be shocked to
hear that there is one inhabitant of New York
who openly scorns all police regulations, and

ly with impunity ges for
which an ordinary citizen would be fined or im-
prisoned. He has violently assaulted and even
mutilated respectable strangers whn approach
him and offer him the right hand of friendship.
He has savagely attacked those who wait upon
him and supply his wants. In his ungovernable
rage he has attempted to destroy his own dwell-
ing. And yet no policeman has interfered, no
grand jury has noticed the occurrences, and no
newspaper has clamored for the punish of
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after all. Asa matter of fact, sensible people
know that the former cannot be properly ap-
preciated unless led up to and won by the latter,
but it is significant that devotees ot pleasure
should find out that all the while they are work-
ing harder to obtain it than a laborer does for
his wage.

BRI D

‘THE contemptuous phrase, ‘* All smoke and
no fire,” is in danger of losing its pointedness.
The hitherto despised fumes are now being
made to order, so to speak, as an important
factor in warfare. They are used as a screen to
conceal the approach of attacking squadrons
within range of the enemy’s works. This is in-
deed a utilitarian age when even escaping smoke
may be turned to profitable account in the

atmosphere.
e

DEBT AND ITS DANGER.

PAY as you go, boys. No matter how earnestly
you long for the possession of a gun, a boat, a
bicycle or what not, nor how certain you may
be that at the end of the week or the month you
will have the money to pay for it, do not run in
debt.

Lyman Abbott, the man who is filling Henry
‘Ward Beecher’s place in Plymouth Pulpit, has
this to say on the spending of money before it
is earned: ‘ Hope inspires the man who is
earning for future expenditure; debt drives the
man who is earning for past expenditure; and
it makes an immeasurable difference in life,
whether one is inspired by hope or driven by
debl."

A man—or a boy—in debt is like a swimmer
with a stone around his neck. However expert
he may be, his onward progress has a continual
drag put uponit, that not only hinders him from
reaching the goal, but discourages him in his
efforts to even keep his head above water.

e ———
A STORY OF THE WAR.

“ LUKE BENNETT'S HIDE OUT ; A Story of the
War,"” by Captain C. B. Ashley, forms the April
number of MUNSEY’S POPULAR SERIES.

It is sure to prove a very popular volume.
Captain Ashley, who himself served as United
States Scout, draws a graphic and remarkable
picture of some of the strangest episodes in the
War. The scene is laid in the State of Mis-
sissippi, during the stirring days of the Vicks-
burg paign; and the author narrates

the outrageous offender.

This hardened criminal’'s name and address

are—Doctor Crowley, Central Park.
—.ee
A WORD TO CONTRIBUTORS.

SOMETIMES correspondents, in sending stories
to the ARGOsY, will inclose a letter in which they
refer the editor to certain prominent men in
their town or neighborhood who will vouch for
their abilities as writers.

Now it is very pleasant, to be sure, to be pos-
sessed of friends who are ready to speak a good
word for us, and if we were seeking a position
as bookkeeper, clerk or music teacher, such a
testimonial would be valuable indeed. But when
we send a specimen of our work to a paper or
magazine, that is all that is needed. A letter of
commendation from the President of the United
States himself would not influence the editor's
decision, for he has before him that which sets
forth of itself our capacity for doing work suit-
able or otherwise to the periodical to which it is
offered.

Shakespeare says, ** the play's the thing,” and
paraphrasing this, we may put the case in a
nutshell by adding : *‘the story's the thing.”

—_—— e —

FIGCRING ON MUSCLE.

VERY familiar is the old story of the boy who
groans at the hardness of his lot in being re-
quired to go down cellar and bring up a scuttle
of coal for his mother, but who never murmurs
at the weariness induced by a whole afternoon
of running, kicking, jostling, fighting and maul-
ing in a football game. And now comes a Yale
professor with facts dnd figures to emphasize
the obvious moral of the comparison.

After making a carcful tabulation of the mus-
cular force used up in manual labor and rowing
a race respectively, he has discovered that ' the
rower in a boat race performs work each minute
equivalent to the work of seven strong laboring
men.” #

The above showing would seem to indicate
that pleasure and toil are not so widely separated

the adventures of a party of Southern boys,
of whom Luke Bennett was the leader, who
avoided service in the Confederate army by
hiding in the great swamps of the lower Missis-
sippi. Here they were joined by Ned Marsh, a
young ensign on board the Federal gunboat
Decatur, who lost his way while performing a
perilous mission in a neighboring bayou. He is
picked up and brought to the hide out by an old
negro named Sam ; and there he is enabled to
render valuable service to Luke Bennett and his
friends in helping them to resist their numerous
enemies, who attack the refugees first with
treachery and then with force.

The story grows more intensely exciting as it
advances. It is a book which will fascinate the
reader, as well as one of considerable historical
interest. It is now ready, and can be obtained
of any newsdealer, or will be mailed from this
office on receipt of the price, 25 cents.
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ENTHUSIASTIC EULOGIUMS.

'WHEN boys like a thing, they like it as a rule
with all their hearts. At least that is our ex-
perience so far as their relations to the ARGOsY
are concerned, if we may judge from the tenor
of the countless letters received, of which we
herewith publish a few further specimens :

ScranToN, Pa., March 7, 1888.

The Arcosy is the best paper of any kind out.
Hip, hip, hurrah for the ArGosv.

James G. SANDERsON.
AssemBLY CHAMBER, STATE CarrToL,
Avnany, N. Y., March 20, 1888.

T have been a weekly purchaser of THE GoLpEN
Arcosy for the past year, and can recommend it as
one of the best weeklf' papers for boys and girls.
I like the biographical sketches very much, and it
contains tiie best continued stories I have ever
read. HerBert A. MORGAN,

Speaker’s Messenger.
Kansas Citv, Mo., March 18, 1888,

After taking your valuable paper for over a year,
1 write you a few lines to tell you how highly T ap-
preciate it, more and more every week. It is one
of the best and nicest papers I éver read. Indeed,
we all like it so much that we could not do without
it. My fatherand mother like it as much as we do.
I think ** The Lost Gold Mine,"" ** Warren Ha:
land,” ** Under Fire” and ** Three Thirty Three "’
are just splendid.

‘WiLtias Roweaxo Hivw.

.one of a family

GENERAL LEW WALLACE,
Author of * Ben Hur”’ and Late Minister to
Turkey.

GENERAL WALLACE, successful as a lawyer,
as a soldier, and as a diplomatist, is best known
to his countrymen as the author of *‘ Ben Hur.”
‘The success of this remarkable book is one of
the most interesting incidents in the history of
American literature. It has been translated
into many foreign languages. Dealing as it
does with the life and times of the Savior, it is

ded by widely di branches of the
Christian church; while even Mussulmen have
read with the deepest interest the story of One
whom they regard as second only to Mahomet.

General Wallace was born in Brookville,
Franklin County, Indiana, on April 10, 1827,
and is therefore sixty one years of age. His
father, David
‘Wallace, was for
some time a
member of Con-
gress and was
elected Governor
of his State by
the Whigs in
1837. He was

of ten sons, all
remarkable for
theirsplendid
physique and
high intelligence.

His mother
was Miss Esther
Test, a daughter
of Judge Test,
one of the most
eminent lawyers’
in Indiana in his
day. Mrs. Wal-
lace was cele-
brated for her
beauty and love-
liness of charac-
ter, and her son

has immortal-
ized her as
Esther, the

daughter of Simonides. She died when General
Wallace was but ten years of age. His father
married again, and the second wife is still living
—a woman of great force of mind and charactar,
to whom her step children have always been de-
votedly attached.

From early boyhood General Waliace per-
sistently refused to go to school, but he compen-
sated for this in his own way by careful and
constant reading of the best authors. Ev:n
when a lad he was seldom without a book in
his pocket, and was in the habit of disappearing
immediately after breakfast, wandering about
the woods and fields alone, reading or studying
the habits of plants, insects, and animals, ac-
quiring a knowledge of woodcraft that he bas
retained all his life, and returning only when he
was driven home by the approach of night.
‘The finish and the scholarship of *‘ The Fair
God” and ‘‘Ben Hur" testify as to his final
acquirements.

At the age of nineteen he enlisted in the
army, and served as a lieutenant. during the
Mexican War. While in Mexico he collected
the material for ** The Fair God.” He returned
to Indiana at the close of the war, and married
Miss Susan Elston of Crawfordsvilfe, a graceful,
witty and talented young girl, with a decided
taste for literature ; and in her he has found
always a congenial and sympathetic helpmeet.
They moved to Covington, where General Wal-
lace practiced law, and where their only child,
Henry Lane Wallace, was born.

They subsequently returned to Crawfords-
ville, where Mrs. Wallace's family have always
lived. Here General Wallace continued the
practice of law, devoting what leisure he could
command to literary work and to the drilling of
a militia company called ‘‘ The Montgomery
Guard.”

He was among the first to volunteer at the
breaking out of the war, and was made Ad-
jutant General of Indiana, receiving command
of the Eleventh Regiment, which afterwards
became famous, and of which the old militia
company formed the nucleus. Disciplined
soldiers were not numerous in 1861, aud the
thoroughness with which General Wallace had
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performed the onerous duty of drill master is
evinced by the fact that every man in the com-
pany was afterwards a commissioned officer.

At the close of the war, General Wallace pre-
sided over the commission before whom the as-
sassins of President Lincoln were tried. He
was made Governor of New Mexico by President
Hayes, and it was there, in the old palace of
the Pueblos in Santa Fé, that much of ** Ben
Hur,” upon which he was engaged irregularly for
seven years, was written. His administration
m New Mexico is yet remembered, and was
characterized by a stern and just enforcement of
the law, a triumphant contest with the spirit of
outlawry that prevailed in the territory at that
time.

He was appointed Minister to Turkey by
President Garfield, who paid a graceful tribute
to, his talent by
writing ** Ben
Hur ” across one
corner of his
commission. The
book is sup-
posed to have
been the last that
Mr. Garfield ever
read, and its
author received
from him, shortly
before he was
shot, a letter of
thanks and ap-
preciation.

As a diplo
matist General
Wallace was bril-
liantly successful
andreflected
great credit upon
his country. He
was admitted to
the intimate
friendship of the
Sultan, having
access to the pal-
ace informally
and at all times.
The Sultan even
asked permission to request his retention in of-
fice from President Cleveland, a request that
probably would hawve been granted. When this
was declined, the Turkish monarch offered him
any diplomatic position he would accept, or high
rank in the army if he would remain in Turkey.

Since his return, in 1884, General Wallace
has lectured extensively on Turkey in the United
States and in Canada, but within the past few
months he has been at home working upon a
new book which will be completed within the
year. He writes slowly, and revises many times,
until his exacting taste is satisfied. When the
manuscript finally goes to the printer it is as
legible and as free from blot and erasure asa
printed page.

General Wallace is a man of remarkable
versatility. He has been a lawyer, a politician,
a soldier, and a diplomat, and has dis-
tinguished himself in each profession. He is
soruething of a musician, as well as an artist of
much ability, frequently illustrating his own
sketches and those of his wife. While practicing
law he was in the habit of sketching during the
progress of a case, and many of his legal as-
sociates have in their possession clever portraits
of their fellow lawyers.

The general was strikingly handsome in
his youth. His eyes are still dark and keen, his
hair and beard mixed with gray, but the features
are strong and regular. He is of medium
height and somewhat stout. His bearing is ex-
ceedingly dignified, and his manners are those
of a refined and polished man of the world.
‘While he is rather reserved toward casual ac-
quaintances, kis friends know him to be one of
the most genial and kindly of men.

He still lives in Crawfordsville, within sight of
the old homestead where. his wife was born.
The house, a plain, unpretentious frame struct-
ure with wide verandas, stands back some dis-
tance from the street, the parlor and library
windows looking out upon a broad, sloping lawn.
A group of fine old beeches, whose unpruned
boughs sweep nearly to the ground, cluster about
it to the north, and here, in pleasant weather,
the general sits much of the time, smoking,
reading or talking as brilliantly as he writes.

WALLACE.
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THE SPRING.
BY MRS. HEMANS.
Icome! | come! Ye have called me long
I come o'er the mountains with light and song :
You may trace my steps o’er the wakening earth,
By the winds which tell of the violet's birth,
By the primrose stars in the shadowy grass
By the green leaves opening as 1 pass.
1 have look d on the hills of the stormy North,
And the larch has hung all his tassels forth,
And the fisher 1s out on the sunny sca,
And the reindeer bounds o'er the pasture free :
And the pine has a rrinﬁe of softer green,
Andbl:: moss looks bright where my foot hath
.

[ This story commenced in No. 218.]

Gaskets;o%;f)iamonds;

HOPE EVERTON'S INHERITANGE.

BY GAYLE WINTERTON.

% CHAPTER XV.
A VACATION OF TWO WEEKS.
’@HE two officers in the store smoked their

ipes near the rear door, the smoke pass-
ing out at the window the burglars had
left open, and Rowly was not disturbed
in his investigation of the
diamond mystery.

He had so much confi-
dence in the evidence al-
forded by the comparison
that he felt morally sure
that Silky had stolen the
box containing the casket.
Though his theory that
Rush Sinnerton had been
the thief was upset by this
evidence, he could not re-
sist the conclusion forced
upon him, and he clung to
the newly discovered facts
rather than to his previous
theory, unlike many seekers
after the truth.,

He began to yawn and
gape, in spite of the mighty
discovery he had made, and
he walked the floor to rouse
himself. The conversation
between Rush and Gun-
nywood, or Silky, whatever
his name might be, crowded
itself into his mind, e
former denied that he had
taken the diamonds, while
the latter insisted that he
had done so. It looked as
though the burglar meant
to save himself, il he could, .
atthe expense of his friend.

At the usual hour the
clerks and porters came to
the store. Mr. Van Zandt
appeared earlier than usual.
R‘;wly had hardly finished
relating to the latter the
incidents of the might be-
fore Mr. Brillyant came,
and he was obliged to go
over it all again.

An  unsuccessful effort
was made to rouse Amlock
to his senses, but his
stupefied condition was
abundant evidence of the
truth of the junior clerk's
statement. The officers had
gone when the clerks came,
but the hole in the safe
door and the open window
in the rear sufficiently re-
vealed what had been going
on in the store during the
night.

* Should you know either
of the burglars again if you
saw them ?" asked Mr.
Brillyant.

“1 am sure 1 should
know both of them," re-
plied Rowly ; and he was
on the point of saying
where he could find one of
them when the evidence he
had ¢btained from the beots checked his utter-
ance, though he could not have explained why
he was silent.

It was nine o'clock before the investigation
was completed, for a couple of police detectives
had put in an appearance ; but they could dis-
cover nothing which afforded them any clew to
the perpetrators of the break.

*The lady whq came to the store was Mr.
Van Zandt's sister, you say, Rowly,"” said Mr.
Brillyant. 2

*She said she “was his sister,” added the
clerk,

“1 have no sister," interposed the junior
partner,

*The officers who came here in the night
said they thought she was the wife of one of the
burglars ; and her story about the assault upon
her was invented to get Mr. Amlock out of the
store."

“Mr. Amlock made the greatest blunder of
his lifetime," continued the senior partner,

Rowly thought so, too, but he was prudent
enough to make no remark,
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“Young man, it is plain enough that you
have saved the siore from plunder; and you
have conducted yoursell with courage and dis-
cretion. If you do not object, Van Zandt, we
will double his wages from the first day of this
month, and give him ten dollars a week,"” the
senior partner proceeded.

*1 heartily approve this action,” replied the
junior, who was net in the habil of disagreeing
with his superior in the firm.

“]1 thank you very much, Mr. Brillyant,”
answered, Rowly, with his heart in his mouth.
“ 1 tried to do my duty, and did not think at all
of my wages. You are very kind to me, and 1
feel that 1 don't deserve what you have done.”

** All that, and more too; and if you continue
to do as well as you have done in the past, we
shall advance you as r:'l:ldly as we can. But
you have been up all night, and your eyes look
very heavy. You had better go home now, and
sleep off your fatigue. If there is anything we
can do for you, don't hesitate to mention it.”

This investigation recalled wha: Rowly had
been thinking about before the partners came ;

that he wished he had time to investigate the
diamond robbery and the burglary, both of
which appeared to have been committed by the
same operators; at least one of them had a
hand in both transactions,

* There is one thing 1 should like to ask asa
great favor," =aid Rowly, with no little embarr-
assment, for he hardly liked to ask for the favor
hie had in his mind,

**Don't be bashful, my lad,” added Mr. Bril-
Iyant, with an encouraging smile. *‘I am con-

dent you have saved a vast amount of our
property, and you have a right to ask anything
of us."

* Perhaps it is a bad time to ask for it, but T
should like a vacation of a week or two,"
stammered Rowly, almost overwheimed by the
kindness of his emplovers,

“ Granted, Rowly I" exclaimed the senior

rtner, with a laugh. ** That is not much to
ask for one who has done as much for us as you
have, Take a month if you wish, though
the store may be cleaned out by robbers in your
absence. Are you going into the country 2"

1 don’t know just where 1 shall go," replied
the clerk, who was fully determined to keep his
affairs to himself.

“* Wherever you go, you will want some
money to pay your bills. Give him a hundred
dollars, Van Zandt,” continued Mr. Brillyant,
rubbing his hands as though he felt that he was
doing about the right thing by his faithful em-

loyee.
*‘Idon't ask for any money, sir," added the
modest clerk.

*‘ No matter whether you ask for it or not ;

vu can’t enjoy your vacation without money,

{hﬂpe you will have a good time ; and when
you come back, I may want tomake you chief
watchman to the establishment, for I think you
have a decided talent for dealing with rogues."”

“1 am very grateful to you for your kind-
ness, sir; and I shall always do my best to de-
serve all you have done for me," said Rowly,
who had never seen a happier moment, ex-
hausted and sleepy as he was.

Mr. Van Zandt opened the safe, and took a
hundred dollars from it. Rowly, who had never

ROWLY

GRADUALLY AFPROACHED
SEATED UPON THE BENCH,

had so much money of his own in his possession
before, felt like a rich man. This large sum
would enable him to prosecute the investigation
of which he had been thinking all the morning,
and he felt just as though he had embarked in a
new undertaking.

Doing up Silky’s boots in a bundle, he left the
store, with the best wishes of the partners for
the enjoyment of his vacation.

The exhilaration of the hour almost made a
new being of him, and he forgot that he had
been up all night, though his hollow eyes re-
vealed his condition to his mother as soon as he
came into her presence.

““Where have you been, Rowly? I have
been worried about you, for you always come
home before eight o'clock to your breakfast,”
said Mrs, Parkway, after she had carefully
scrutinized the appearance of her son.

“I have been busy at the store, for we had a
circus there last night,” replied Rowly, as.ne
seated himself at the waiting table,

He and his mother were devotedly attached 1o
each other. Neither had any secrets from the
other, and he told her all that had happened
since he left the house the night before ; as well
as about the money he had received, and the
vacation which had been granted to him,

** But what are you going to do now ?" she
asked, when he had finished his breakfast.

“Tam going to sleep now, for I think Mr,
Silky and the other fellow have done the same
thing before this time," replied Rowly, who
could hardly keep his eyes open after the hearty
meal he had taken. **I shall be awake and
ready for them when they begin to move. "

“Iam afraid you will get hurt il’gou try to
deal with such characters as those burglars,”
added his mother anxiously.
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‘T am not afraid of them," replied Rowly, as
he drew the elegant revolver belonging to Silky,
which he had taken from the drawer at the
store, from his hip pocket. ** I think I can take
care of myself with this thing within reach of
my hand.”

** But you must be very careful,” pleaded the
frightened mother, ** Promise me that you will
not run any risks.”

** T will promise not to take any risk if I can
help it," replied Rowly, as he went to his
room,

Intwo minutes more he was sound asleep,
and did not wake till one o'clock, when his
mother called him, as he had requested her to
do; and though he had slept but three hours,
he felt as fresh as though he had had a full
night's rest.

CHAPTER XVL
AN INTERVIEW IN CENTRAL PARK.

N spite of the tremendous mission he had
imposed upon himself, Rowly was as cool
and self as though nothing had
occurred to disturb the ordinary current of

his existence. He finished his dinner as though
he was to return to the store as usual. He had
given the money to his mother, though he told
her that he should have
occasion to use some of it
in the work before him.

He left his home with
the earnest adjurations of
his mother to be very pru-
dent, which he promised to
observe, and hastened to
the house of Mrs. Everton,
But he had not walked
half the distance before his
attention was attracted by
a lady he saw getting into
a street car. He was con-
fident it was the woman
who had passed hersell off
as Miss Van Zandt, though
she had changed her dress,
and wore a different bon-
net,

Forgetting  all  about
“ Aunt Myra," as he called
her, and Captain Ring-
boom, whom he expected
to find at the house, as the
captain had taken a room
there, he rushed to the car,
and got on the platform.

His first care was to
scrutinize the lady more
attentively than he had

n able to do before.
She wasa beautiful woman,
beygnd the possibility of
cavil, and all the gentlemen
on the opposite side of the
car cast frequent glances at
her, though they did not
seem to disturb the serenity
of her countenance, She
was richly dressed, and one
might have easily mistaken
her for one of **the first
families" of the metrop-
olis.

Rowly kept his place on
the rear platform of the
car, and soon completed
his examination of the lady,
though he wag careful not
to stare at her, and not to
let her see his face,

Beyond the possibility of
a doubt, she was the ** Miss
Van Zandt" of the night
before, and the officers be-
lieved she was the wife of
the notorious burglar Kidd
Ashbank, otherwise known as Blooks.

When the car stopped in front of Central
Park, the lady got out, and went into the in-
closure at the principal entrance on that side.
shbank, if Ashbank was the right name
, whose wife she was, took one of the
side avenue of the park which was little fre-
quented, and walked till she came to one of the
most retired places she could find.

Rowly was satisfied that she was not doing
all this for the sake of the walk, pleasant as the
day and beautiful as the park were in the
months of spring, and he determined not to lose
sight of her. But it was early in the afternoon,
and it was not easy, when so few people were
there, to avoid being observed, thougl Rowly
l:sk a paraliel path to the one chosen by the
lady.

He kept ata considerable distance from her,
but he did not lose sight of her for more than a
minute at a time, in the shade of the foliage,

‘When she reached a sort of wooded dell,
where it was difficult for the observer 1o keep
her in sight, he discovered a well dressed gentle-
man approaching her, She stopped chort as
soon as she saw the newcomer: and they
soon came together, and seated themselves on a
rustic bench, after both of them had looked all
about theni, as if afraid of an interruption.

Rowly had placed himsell behind a bush of
dense foliage where he could see without being
seen ; but he might as well have been down on
the Battery, so far as hearing anything that was
said. Nor had he been able 10 see the face of
the gentleman, though the torm was that of
Blooks, rather short and somewhat stout.

By a series of gradual approaches, he placed
himself nearer to the couple on the rustic bend ;
and as there was no other person in sight, he
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dropped on the ground, and began to crawl, like
a snake in the grass, towards the seat.

Rowly soon obtained a position near enough
to obtain a fair view of the gentleman's face and
part of his form. The man was well dressed,
and everything about him, including his whis-
kers and mustache, was nicely adjusted.

He rose from his place, and looked along the
path by which the lady had come, as though he
heard footsteps; and then Rowly saw that it
was Blooks, though he had greatly changed his
appearance since the night before. Dropping
on the ground again, the young clerk continued
to ‘‘snake it” to a better position, which he
soon secured.

* I tell you it was a failure, Maggy, and we
got nothing at all,” said Blooks, evidently allud-
ing to the break of the night before. * It isim-
possible for us to leave New York, for want of
money."

**1'don't see how you could have failed to do
the job, for there was nobody but a boy in your
way, for I am sure the man I cared for could
not have done anything,” added the lady.

It looked to the listener as though the couple
had met for the first time since the attempt to
commit the robbery, and that Blooks had been
telling his confederate of the ill success of the
venture, which they were now discussing more

. in detail.

“ The man did not come back till after the
officers had taken possession of the store ; and
we were lucky to get off as we did,” added the
man.

**But you say you tied the boy, hand and
foot.”

**We did ; and how he got loose, it puzzled
me to find out; but he did so, and must have
touched the button of the electric bell at the
precinct office,”” Blooks explained. ** But we
lost the game, and it doesn’t matter much how
it was done.”

** Have you seen Gunny since 2" asked the
lady.

*'I have not; I went to his room at the risk
of my safety, but he was not there, and it did
not look as though he had been there.”

*“1am vexed at your failure, for I have spent
the last dollar I had, and had hardly change
enough to pay my car fare,” said the lady, very
sorrowfully.

*T am not in much better condition myself,
though 1 can give you a few dollars,” added
Blooks, in whose tones there was abundant sym-
pathy. “*We can't go to Europe this month ;
and we have nothing to dispose of if we do.”

-+ I cannot even pay my board,” continued the
Iy,

la

You must not be so extravagant, Maggy."

** Sometimes you are rich, and sometimes y
are poor, so that I don't know how to regulate
my expenses, though I live just as you wished."
Iam not blaming you, Maggy ; but some-
thing must be done at once to replenish our
purses,” replied the burglar. *‘1 am afraid
Gunny is playing me false, for he said he was
going in the next steamer, whether we got any-
thing last night or not. He acts rather
strangely.”

¢ What makes you think he is false to you 2"
asked Maggy, with interest.

** Perhaps he is not exactly false; but he is
up to something I do not understand.  Though
he will not explain, I feel sure that he has
money, or something that will bring money.
He thought also that we had better separate
after last.night’s break."”

*“You think he has engaged in some opera-
tion without your knowledge, do you, Kidd 2"
asked the wife.

1 can't explain his conduct in any other way.
We agreed to divide all we got, whether we
worked together or not. Now, I can't find him,
though I have been looking for him all day.™

** I cannot believe that Guuny is a traitor to
you, Kidd.”

**1 hope not, but it looks that way.”

The conference did not seem to amount to
anything, as between the couple, though Rowly
felt that he was the wiser for what he had
heard, especially in relation to Silky, who in-
tended to go to Europe. Perhaps that intelli-
gent worthy intended to dispose of two hundred
thousand dollars’ worth of diamonds on the
other side of the ocean, and live in Paris on the
proceeds,

Kidd and his wife rose from the seat, and
after some conversation which the anxious lis-
tener could not hear, they parted, and each
went the way he had come.

Kidd Ashbank evidently did not wish to con-
nect his wife with himself publicly, possibly to
screen her if he should be arrested. Rowly
wanted to **shadow " both of them; but this
was not a convenient operation; and as Am-
lock probably knew where to find the woman,
he decided to follow the burglar.

But he also decided to make short work with
him, for he was satisfied now that he had no
hand in stealing the diamonds.

CHAPTER XVIL
THE ARREST OF ASHRANK.

[22 LOOKS sauntered leisurely about the park
for a time, and then left it by the lower
entrance, taking one of the avenues
down town, with Rowly on the other

side of the street.

The volunteer **shadow " was determined not
to iose sight of the burglar and not to postpone
decided action a moment longer than was neces-
sary.

By great good fortune, Rowly discovered two
policemen together near the Grand Central
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Station, and he immediately introduced himsel{
to them.

‘* An attempt yas made last night to rob the
store of Brillyant & Co., in Broadway," said he,
op=ning the subject at once to the officers.
**That well dressed man on the other side of
the street is one of the burglars.”

** How do you know ?" demanded the police-
man to whom hz addressed the information.

“1 am a clerk in the store; I was on watch
last night, and I saw him,” replied Rowly, con-
fidently, as he moved on so as not to lose sight
of his intended victim.

‘* Here ! Stop a minute, and tell us about it,”
called the man addressed, as he followed Rowly.

*“1 don’t mean to stop and luse sight of the
fellow,” replied the young shadow.

““We are not going to arrest a gentlemanly
looking person like the one you point out on
the mere statement of a boy,” said the speaking
officer.

**All right; but I shall not take my eye off
him till he is arrested, if I follow him to the
end of the world,” replied Rowly, resolutely.

““You say you are a clerk in the store of
Brillyant & Co. 2" continued the officer, keep-
ing at the side of Rowly.

*Iam; and I was one of the two who were
on watch last night. I used the electric wire,
two officers came, and that is the reason why
the store was not robbed,” replied the shadow,
with his eyes still fixed on Blooks.

“ I heard about the attempt to rob the store ;
and they say that Kidd Ashbank was the
cracksman that did it,” said the policeman, ap-
parently more impressed than he had been with
the statement of his informant. s

“* And that fellow that looks like a gentleman
ahead of us, on the other side of the street, is
Kidd Ashbank,” persisted Rowly.

* It is said that his wife had a hand in the
robbery,” added the officer.

** She deceived Mr. Amlock. who was on
watch with me, and got him to go with her,
somewhere, I don't know where ; and when he
was out of the way, Kidd and Silky went into
the store through a back window.”

* That's just the way I heard it, and I reckon
you are telling the truth, young man,” replied
the officer, with a searching glance into the face
of Rowly.

I know I am just as well as I know I am
alive,” protested he, suddenly breaking into a
run as he saw Kidd turn into a cross street.

Both of the officers followed him, for the sec-
ond one had kept close behind the other, and
the affair was at least beginning to look more
real to them.

Rowly reached the corner of the cross street
first, but only to find that his intended victim
had disappeared in some mysterious way.

It was possible that he had a room in this
street, and had entered the house in which it
was located ; but it was impossible to tell which
one it was. The volunteer shadow was terribly
disconcerted, and felt that he had done no bet-
ter than the officers at the store the night before.
But he resolved to stay in that locality till Kidd
came out, if he remained there a week.

**Tam afraid you have lost your man, sonny,"”
szid the policeman who had done all the talking.

““1f I have it was only because you did not do
your duty when I told you who and what the
fellow was,” replied Rowly, sharply, for he felt
indignant as well as disconcerted at the result of
the chase.

““1don't arrest any good looking man when
a boy tells me he is a cracksman ; that wouldn't
do,” replied the officer, who appeared to be
quite as much annoyed as his companion, and
perhaps felt that he had been remiss in the dis-
charge of his duty. **But we won't give him
up yet. He can’t be a great way off; and
perhaps he rooms in one of these houses. We
will look about here.”

The trio did look at all the dwelling houses
in the neighborhood ; but they could see noth-
ing to indicate the presence of the burglar.

At the corner, with the entrance on the cross
street, was a liquor saloon, and it occurred to
Rowly to look into it, though be had never en-
tered such a place in his life, There was a kind
of screen at the end of the bar, which shielded
the drinkers from the observation of passers by
in the street ; and as soon as the young shadow
reached a point where he could see the space at
the front of the bar, he discovered Blooks, in the
act of swallowing a decoction which it must
have taken some time to prepare, or perhaps he
had been obliged to wait for the bar keeper, for
there were several persons in the saloon.

Rowly retreated as soon as he saw his man,
and returned to the street, where he beckoned
to the two officers, who could not help seeing
from the kindling looks of the young man that
he had found what he was looking for.

“1 am satisfied now ; and we had better take
him in this saloon, and keep out of a crowd,”
replied the leading officer. ‘‘ Just have your
wristers ready, Barnagin, for these fellows are
not young kittens.”

1 have them within reach, Flint, and two of
us ought not to have any trouble with any single
fellow," replied the other.

Rowly looked upon Blooks as a desperate
character, for he had everything to lose and
nothing to gain if arrested.

The burglar had swallowed his potion, paid
for it, and was on the way out of the saloon
when he encountered Rowly and the officers as
they approached the screen.

! Sorry to trouble you, sir,” Flint began, in an
apologetic tone, ** but we have a little business
with you."

** Business with me ?

What is it, if you

please, for I am in somewhat of a hurry,” re-
Elied Blooks, seemingly not at all disconcerted
y the words of the policeman. >

I am sorry to do it, but I shall be obliged to
arrest you, and ask you to go to the precinct of-
fice with me,” continued Flint, as politely as the
occasion required, for 1t was still possible that
there was some mistake concerning the identity
of the man,

**Arrest me!" exclaimed the immaculate
Blooks. ** You don’t khow me.”

**On the contrary,d think we do; and that
is where the trouble comes n,” added Flint,
rather jocosely. 3

‘*May Ibe allowed to ask on what charge
you propose to arrest me 2" demanded Blooks,
as though he regarded the whole affair as a joke
or a blunder.

** On the charge of breaking and entering the
store of Brillyant & Co. last night," replied
Flint bluntly.

** There is some mistake ; you have got hold
of the wrong person,” added the burglar.

““That will have to be proven on further ex-
amination ; and if you don’t object, we will slip
a pair of bracelets on your wrists, just for orna-
ment, you know."

**But [ do object! I would rather die than
be dragged through the streets in irons !" pro-
tested the prisoner.

**We won't drag you if you don’t make a
fuss ; and no one can see the bracelets under
your coat sleeves."

** But this is all a mistake.”

‘It may be that itis; and that is what we
want to find out. Here is the principal witness,
and he knows better about this business than I
do. Are you positive this is your man, sonny 2"

“ I am positively sure of it; and I can swear
to him in any court in the city,"” replied Rowly
confidently.

** I never saw that boy before in my life. But
1 will go with you if you will let me write a note
to my wife,” said Blook:

“Don't let him do it!™ protested Rowly
earnestly. ** His wife is one of them, and had
a hand in the business.”

‘¢ No notes to anybody,” replied Flint.

At that moment, Blooks made a rush at Bar-
nagin, upset him, and bolted for the door,
though Flint succeeded in getting hold of the
skirt of his coat.

(70 be continued.)
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[ Tis story commenced in No. 275.]
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OR,

ALLAN TRENT'S TRIALS.

By MATTHEW WHITE, JR.,

Author of ** ic Dane,” ** The Heir to White-
cap,” ** The Denford Boys," et

etc,

CHAPTER XXIIL
A POSSIRLE CLEW,

RTHUR afterwards declared that the
scene in that parlor following Miss
Bessie’s sensational announcement would
have made a first class tableau.

Allan grew as white as the snow outside, and
put one hand on his chum’s shoulder as if for
support, while the stare with which Mabel's and
Floy's gaze was fixed on him seemed to par-
take of a freezing nature. As for himself, he was
so absolutely astonished by the turn affairs had
taken, that he stood stock still, with his hand on
Reggie's shoulder, where he had placed it in rati-
fication of the suggestion that they should share
his apartment.

Matter of fact Floy was the first to find

voice.

‘““ What do you mean, Bessie >" she said.
‘“How do you know that one of these young
men wants to keep back his true name 2"

** Because I heard him whisper to his friend
to remember that it was Ford now,” replied
Bessie, who looked as if she would like to faint,
but didn't know ho

*We'll go away s best we should. Come,
Arthur,” and Allan put his arm through that of
his chum.

‘“ Wait one minute, AL, retorted the latter.
‘ Let us do ourselves the simple justice to ex-
plain first what you meant by your remark."”

** Yes, will you do it please, Art ?"

*‘Ladies, have I your permission ?" began
Arthur, glancing around the group of agitated
girls.

Mabel gasped out a faint ** Go on,” and sank
to a seat on the sofa behind her.  But Floy still
remained rigidly erect, with her keen eyes wan-
dering swiftly from one to the other of the
comely young gentlemen whom her cousin
Bessie seemed deterimined to convert into the
two thieves of ** Erminie.”

“If any of you have read the New York
papers of the past two days,” went on Arthur,
feeling as if he was stabbing his chum with
every word, “you would have seen allusions to
the arrest of Mr. Howard Trent, a well known
broker living in Brooklyn. The charge was
forgery, committed some twenty years ago, for
which he was then arrested and convicted on
merely circumstantial evidence. He escaped
from prison, and has ever since lived under the
name of Howard Trent, his real one being Ber-
trand Ford. My friend here is his son, who n-
sists on taking up his father's own name. We
have come to Tenbrook Falls in search of a man
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from whom [ fully believe we can obtain the
proof that will show Mr. Trent to have been
innocent of the crime with which he was
charged.”

At this point one of the girls, whose face had
lighted up at the mention of the name Trent,
eagerly exclaimed :

**Why, Mabel, don't you remember Dora
wrote me all about it—how it happened right
there in the gymnasium during the exhibi-
tion 2"

** Dora ?” cried Arthur.
Dora Grange 2"

** Yes, 1 do ; she's my best friend.”

** Well, 1 know her, t0o,” responded Arthur,
adding, with some little show of embarrassment,
**Did she ever—that is, she never happened to
mention a fellow by the name of Seymour, Ar-
thur Seymour, in any of her letters, did che ?"

**Oh, yes. She met him the first night she
went to the gymnasium, and he was the one
who explained all about the different acts. He
was a great friend of the champion, Allan
Trent. Why—I see now—you,” turning to our
hero, ** you must be——"

“* That self same champion,” finished Ar-
thur, for her, ** while in me you behold the
aforesaid Arthur Seymour, his devoted chum."

Upon hearing this the young lady who had
been the last to speak, and who was a very
pretty girl, with rosy cheeks and an erect car-
riage, came forward and put out her hand to
Seymour, saying she was very glad to meet a
friend of *her Dora's.” In brief, this dis-
covery of a mutual friend effectually dissipated
all suspicion as to the character of the two
young refugees from the storm, and Miss Bessie
grew very red as she realized to what an extent
she had ** put her foot in it.”

Arthur was especially pleased to find how
cordial they all were to Allan, asif seeking thus
to mutely assure him that so far as they were
concerned, the sins of the father (if such there
were) should not be visited upon the children.

““Won't you teach me how. to skin the
cat tomorrow 2" Reggie sidled up to him
to whisper, but the rest’ overheard, and
amid a general burst of merriment that broke
the last cake of ice, the whole party filed out
into the dining room for coffee, doughnuts,
apples and nuts,

Half an hour later the young ladies adjourned
up stairs, leaving Reggie to pilot the guests to
their room after doors and windows had been
barred and the lights put out.

They had been introduced to this apartment,
the important question of who was to occupy
the lounge had been decided by lot, falling to
Arthur; and all three—or at Jeast so two of
them supposed—were on the verge of the king-
dom of dreams, when Reggie's treble broke the
silence with : ** Say, what kind of a man is that
you're up here looking for 2™

‘“ Hello, I thought you were asleep long ago,
young man,” Arthur muttered. * You ought
to be, any way. We'll tell you all about it in
the morning.”

“But I've just thought of it now,” persisted
the boy, ‘*and I want to know. I was think-
ing how funny it would be if it should turn out
to be the fellow that is going to marry Mrs.
Benderman’s daughter.”

* Or the man in the moon. It isabout as
likely. But what makes you think it may be
the man that's going to marry Mrs. Bender-
man's daughter, whoever she 1s 2"

** Oh, nothing much, except that he's the only
man in the place that I've heard of that came
from anywhere else. Tad Benderman was tell-
ing me about him this afternoon when we went
coasting together.”

**What did he tell you, Reggie 2" inquired
Allan, rousing himself to put the query with
scarcely suppressed excitement.

** Oh, it'’s quite * morantic,” as the girls say,"”
began Reggie, stretching himself out to a com-
fortable position with both hands clasped above
his head. He was enjoying it immensely, this
privilege of chatting with his brother man at
midnight when he ought'to have been asleep.
“*You see she's been engaged to him for over
twenty yea At least she always stuck to it
that she was, though lots of people told her he
was dead. He went out West, you know, to
hunt for gold mines, and only came back yes-
terday.”

““Yesterday ! exclaimed both Arthur and
Allan in a breath.

**Yes; that's what made Tad talk about it
so much,” went on Reggie. ** He said Polly—
that's his sister—fainted right over the sewing
machine where she was working, and the needle
nearly went through her nose. I didn't like to
laugh when he was telling me about it, but it
was funny all the same. And the wedding's
going to be next Saturday, and we're all going."

** What's the fellow’s name, Reg?" asked
Arthur, who was by this time broad awake, his
detective faculties all on the alert.

**Tad didn't tell me that. Why, do you
really think it's the man you're after 2 <

T hope not for Miss Polly’s sake, and I hope
so most decidedly for our own. His having
been away for twenty years,eand out West, too,
smacks Beaverish, eh, Al2?"

** Very much so.  Did this Tad tell you any-
thing about his jooks, Reggie 2"

**No; he talked most about how rich he was.
They're going to Europe as soon as they’re mar-
ried.  Only think of it! And Polly has been
taking in sewing for a living ! "

**Do you think that tallies, Art 2"

‘ Ferfectly. The stolen bonds, you know."

**Oh, did this man you're after steal some-
thing, too 2" exclaimed the quick witted Regi-

“You don't mean
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nald. *Wouldn't it make a sensation if it
should be Polly Benderman's lover 1"

** Is this lover staying at the Bendermans'?”
inquired Allan.

* t don't know. I'll take you over there the
first thing in the morning and find out. What'll
you do if it is the man you want ? Have him
arrested 2 You'd better not do it right in the
room before Tad’s sister. She'd faint worse
than she did the first time."

** There's time enough to decide all that when
we see the lover,” replied Arthur, ““but there
won't be very much time left before morning
for you to get to sleep, young man, if you don't
begin pretty son. Who's there 2"

his last was in respgnse to a rapid rat-tat-tat
on the door.

**O—o—nh, I think there’s somebody trying
to break into the house. I'm sure I heard foot-
steps on the piazza.”

** That’s Bessie,” whispered Reggie to Allan.
“* She’s always finding something to get scared
about.”

But now there were unmistakable sounds of
stamping on the piazza immediately under the
boys' room.

Arthur gave a reassuring reply to the fright-
ened maiden, and sprang out of bed to hurry
into his coat and trousers.

* I'll go down and investigate,” he said.

** And I'll go with you,” added Allan,

“I'll go too, then,” promptly announced
Reginald.

** No, you must stay and keep the girls’ teeth
from chattering out of their heads,” said Arthur.
* Come, Al, are you ready ? No, we won't
want a candle, Reg. That's the way half the
people get shot—holding a light for the burglar
to make a target out of them by.”

Armed with nothing but their courage, the
two boys stole down the stairs.

CHAPT XXIV.
A LUCKLESS BLUNDER.
<, %OMEHODY‘S picking the lock of the

front door. ing!  They've got it
open!"”

Arthur, followed by Allan, leaped
over the remaining third of the stairway to the
floor of the hall below.

“That hat closet there!™ he called to his
chum the next instant. * Open the door and
let’s shove him in there, AL"

‘With one bound impetuous Arthur sprang for
the shoulders of the intruder, who had just let
himself into the house. So suddenly was the
onslaught made that the man had no chance to
summon his energies for resistance ; and when
he finally attempted to do so Allan had lent his
well trained muscles to the capture.

“Don't let him halloa and scare the girls.
Clap a hand over his mouth, Al," whispered
Anﬁur. ** Now for that closet. There's a key
in the lock. I felt it when I leaned against the
door tonight.”

The housebreaker was but as a straw in the
hands of our two valorous youths. He was a
slightly built man, and, although he struggled
wildly to free himself fronr the stout youug
arms that had so suddenly encircled him, he
was at once overpowered, and within two min-
utes had been unceremoniously dumped into the
coat closet.

“ We've got him," Arthur called out trium-
phantly, for the benefit of the shadowy forms
that had gathered in an agony of terror at the
head of the stairs.

‘*Let me out of this! Who are you, and
what does this outrage mean ?"

The robber had found his voice at last, and
thundered forth this indignant, although neces-
sarily muifled protest, from behind the heavy
oak door.

A succession of feminine shrieks resounded
from above, amid which Miss Bessie's cheerful
prediction that ** He'll break out and murder us
all, I know he will " could be plainly distin-
guished,

“Oh, he's safe enough in that closet,” re-
ported Arthur, reassuringly. **You: young
ladies had better go back to bed. Allan and I
will keep guard here till morning."

* You shall pay dearly for this, whoever you
are. Let me out at once, I say,” came again
from the region of caps and coats.

“ High spoken, gentlemanly sort of burglar,
isn't he, Al?” commented Arthur. ** He a

* wiry customer, though, and I'm afraid if it

3 hadn’t been for your championish muscles, I
might have been the downed fellow. Wonder
if there are any more of the gang prowling
around 2"

‘* Are you going to let me out of this ?" once
more came the demand of the captive. ‘‘I tell
you I am the owner of this house. Who are
you, and where is my daughter !

*Do you hear that, Art 2" whispered Allan,
the cold "perspiration beginning to break out on
.his forehead. ‘*What if we have made a
blunder 2"

** Mad& a fiddlestick I" retorted his chum.
“Don't you suppose that chap in there is cun-
ning enough to try on all sorts of dodges to get
out again, Besides, didn't Miss Mabel tell us
that her father and mother were in Boston 2"

* Bring my daughter to me and see if she
doesn't recognize my voice, you young vaga-
bonds. Who are you, and what are you doing
here, any way ?"
© 41 tell you, Art,” insisted Allan, ‘‘that
man’s no burglar, and we've got ourselves into
a box."

*I'll call Reggie. He may know,” and Ar-
thur sped quickly up the stairs.
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He returned in a minute or two with the boy
and a candle.

‘* Have you brought my daughter? Mabel,
is that you ?" called out the prisoner at this mo-
ment,

** Why, that's Uncle Oscar's voice!”
claimed Reggie.

** Gewhittaker, we've done it now !" mur-
mured Arthur, casting a blank look at his
chum. y

To Allan’s credit be it set down that he did
not respond with an ** I told you so.” Stepping

ex-

hastily to the door of the closet he turned the |

key, and threw it open.

Arthur stood leaning against the newel post,
holding the candle that was to shed its feeble
rays upon the finale of this midnight comedy of
errors. Reggie ran forward to greet the master
of the house, who now appeared,-with his hat
crushed in, his overcoat covered with dust, and
a cuton the side of his face which he had ob-
tained by falling against a hook when he was
50 ruthlessly thrust into his coat closet.

That he was in a towering, and by no means
unjustifiable, rage could be seen at a glance.
Indeed, his passion was literally too deep for
words,

He was an oldish man, with grizzled hair
ard beard, and his body vibrated with the flood
of wrath that had welled up within him with
such force that for an instant its outlet was
choked.

** Reginald,” he finally gasped, taking no
notice of his nephew's outstretched hand,
“*what does this mean ? Who are these young
men? What are they doing here at this hour
of the night, and where is Mabel ?”

Poor Reggie! He was so taken aback by his
uncle’s appearance on the scene that he could
think of no reply except one, that still further
fanned the flame of anger.,

““We thought you were in Boston, sir, and
that you were a burglar, and how did you get
here 2"

Striding past his small nephew with a wither-
ing glance of scorn, Mr. Ericsson advanced upon
Arthur.

“ Who are you, sir ?"" he thundered.
what are you doing here 2"

Arthur could stand it no longer. For all he
knew that he was in an extremely awkward posi-
tion, his sense of the ludicrous overcame for the
moment every other consideration. Mr. Eric-
sson’s dignified attitude and menacing tones
were in such strong contrast to his battered hat.
rumpled attire and blood smirched cheek, that
nothing funnier could be imagined.

** What shall I do? I'm going to laugh in
his face,” was Seymour's instant, horrified
thought.

But restrain his mirth he could not. There was
only one thing to do : cover the coming explo-
sion by precipitating some distracting inci-
dent.

Arthur, as our readers may have discovered
for themselves by this time, was a youth fertile
of expedients. He was not faili:g now.

Affecting to be deeply startled by Mr. Eric-
sson’s advance upon him, he dropped the candle
to the floor with a crash and cry. Total dark-
ness and dire confusion instantly ensued, and
while Arthur fell upon his knees and groped
among the rugs for the candlestick, he had his
laugh out, and nobody was the wiser.

Mr. Ericsson was now raging, and his tem-
per was by no means improved when he stum-
bled over Arthur in the dark in trying to reach
the stairs.

‘* Reginald,” he called out, sharply, **tell me
what you know of all this instantly. Why am
I assaulted in my own house in this disgraceful
fashion 2 1 am bruised, blistered, cut; it's a
pure case of assault, and if there's law——"

** Father, father, is that you? Oh, what is
the matter 2 Where is the burglar 2"

Mabel's voice came floating down the stair-
way in trembling accents,

** Here they are, both of them,” was the fierce
response. *‘Get a light, and bring me that old
army musket of mine.”

Mabel's response to thisrequest was a scream,
accompanied by the sound of scurrying feet,
and succeeded presently by a regular fusillade
of shrieks.

Allan made up his mind to put a stop to the
circus.

“ Mr. Ericsson,” he called out in the gloom,
‘we are exceedingly sorry for what has ha
pened. We were being entertained here for the
night by your daughter, when one of the young
ladies thought she heard some one trying to
break into the house, so we naturally—"

1

*And

‘*In my company you may. Here, Reginald,
take the candle and go first.”

Then the procession filed up stairs, the small
boy, with eyes as round as saucers, in the lead,
our two unfortunate friends next, and the
wrathful Mr. Ericsson bringing up the rear, his
eye on their every movement, and his tongue
busy in a commen?ry that ran something like
this: **Lucky I forgot that deed, and came
back for it myself. Knocked on the head,
stuffed into a closet, bullied and beaten in my
own house by two rogues who ought to be in
jail, and no doubt have been. What can Mab
have been thinking of "

But Mab and all the other girls were out of
hearing, locked in their rooms with bureaus and
beds against the doors, as yet ignorant of the
case of mistaken identity, and shuddering under
the conviction that Mr. Ericsson, suddenly re-

“turned, and their two champions were having a

desperate encouncer with a couple of murderous

robbers.

And so with never a one but Reggie—who
wasn't listened to—to raise a voice in their be-
half, our two friends rapidly gathered their
effects, and at one in the night went out into the
storm.

CHAPTER XXV.
A REFUGE FROM THE STORM.

HE snow was falling faster than ever, and
it had turned bitterly cold, for winter
lingers long in this northern part of the
Empire State.

** Our last state on this eventful night is worse
than our first, eh, Al12" remarked Arthur, as
the two with the satchel between them emerged
from the Ericsson mansion. ** But what puz-
zles me is how the old fellow happened to turn
up at this hour of the night.”

**Didn't you hear what he muttered about
coming back for that deed 2" returned Allan.
**And I think I heard a locomotive whistle
about twenty minutes ago. He must have
come on a train that was delayed by the storm,
and walked over from the station. I feel terri-
bly cut up about the thing. 1 never was turned
out of nﬂouse before in my life. Perhaps we
oughtn’t to have stayed in the first place. But
what are we going to do now ? "

This was an easier question to ask than to
answer, and even the inventive Arthur had noth-
ing to suggest.

‘“We must decide on something, though—
pretty quick, too,” he said. ** My ears feel as
if they would drop off already.”

** Put that cape of yours up over them,” so
fashion,” returned Allan, suiting the action to
the word. Now we'll walk with our backs to
the wind so it'll stay there. See, we've at least
got a road to follow, and we must come to a
house on it before long."

‘‘ But do you suppose we can get anybody to
take us in this time of night? And the snow's

‘coming down so thick now that we might pass

a dozen and not know it."”

As a matter of fact, the boys found them-
selves in a regular blizzard. The feathery snow-
flakes which had settled down upon them so
softly earlier in the evening, now gave place to
sharp, icy particles, which cut like glass all
parts of the skin exposed to them.

The snow in the road was already up to their
knees, and every onward step had to be won by
battling.

At last Arthur came to a standstill.

 Oh, Al," he gasped, ** just let me lie down
for a minute. I'm so sleepy, and the snow
looks so nice and soft.”

“You'd freeze to death, Art. Come, I think
I see a house just ahead. Can't you lean on
me till we get there 2"

For answer, poor Seymour lurched forward
and fainted for the first time in his life. Allan
caught him as he fell, gathered up a handful of
snow, and rubbed it over his face.

This heroic treatment soon brought him to,
but he was as weak as a rag, and could not
stand alone.

What was to be done ? The snow still came
down pitilessly on the two boys, who might
have been the veriest tramps for all the chance
they had of procuring shelter. But not for
long did Allan stand irresolute.

““I'm going to carry you to the house just
ahead, Arthur,” he bent down to whisper. "*‘1
can do it, I know, and it isn't far.”

There was not much difference in the size of
the chums, but Allan’s well developed physical
powers lent him the extraordinary strength for
which he had never been so grateful as at this

** Unnaturally, brutally, criminally Ited
a man on his own threshold I"" irefully broke in
the other. ** Are you friends of my daughter's ?
Some one she has invited here in my ab-
sence 2"

“No, sir; we:

But Allan could get no farther. Mr. Eric-
sson, who had by this time extracted a match
from his pocket and relighted the candle, waved
it toward the door in a fierce sweep that dripped
grease all over the rug.

** Leave, then, you and your partner in un-
paralleled impudence, at once.”

** But, Uncle Oscar,” Reggie here ventured
to interpose, ‘‘they were staying all night.
They got lost in the storm, and Mabel said they
could sleep in my room."”

*““Worse and worse. This
house to take in whoever comes along.
1say, instantly, without another word."”

*“May we go up and get the rest of our
clothes 2" Arthur inquired, in his meekest
voice,

is not a road
Leave,

As tenderly as he would have raised a child,
he lifted in his arms the stricken friend who
had done so much for him—was even now suf-
fering in his service. Then, slowly and care-
fully, he bore his burden forward, heedless of
the bitter cold that stung his ears and fingers.
**We're almost there, Art,” he kept saying, and
at last, with quivering muscles, he entered the
gateway of a%iule cottage, and sank down with
his burden in the doorway.

The strain had been almost too much for
him, and, with a sense of despair he had never
yet experienced in all the trials that he had been
called upon to undergo, he felt his senses leav-
ing him. With a superhuman effort he roused
himself just as he was about to sink into that
delicious, deadly stupor of the frost, struck his
arm heavily against the door, and gave one
deep voiced cry—** Help 1"

’II;Ien his head fell back against the rough,
unpainted door post, and with his arms still
clasped tightly about his chum he began drift-
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ing, drifting into that fatal dreamland whose
further shores border on eternity.

But a rescuing angel was close at hand—an
angel in a gray homespun wrapper, with a face
that beauty had long since left, and a voice
that had a very unethereal twang to it. And
yet to Allan no countenance had ever seemed
sweeter, no voice more pleasant, than when he
opened his eyes a few moments later to find a
woman bending over him in a country kitchen
that seemed like heaven from its warmth, while
she said to some one on the other side of him :

“* Carried you in his arms, did he 2 No won-:
der he's clean tuckered out.”

Allan raised his head, and looked the ques-
tion even before his lips framed it.

‘“Arthur ? My friend—where 1s he 2"

** There, rignt behind you, on the other sofy.
I've dosed him a bit, and he feels better already.”

*“ Why, how long have we been here, and
what's been the matter with me ? "

“* About ten minutes, I reckon ;" and then
the woman explained how she had heard the
cry for help, and hurried down stairs, to find
the two boys, both on the verge of insensibility,
in the kitchen doorway.

**1 wish't was so we could give you a bed,”
she added, while Allan saw, without particularly
noticing it at the.time, that the color faintly
deepened in her warm cheeks; *‘but you see
we've got a visitor, and he's sleeping with my
brother, and ma and I have the only other
room.”

Allan, who was by this time quite h'mself
again, and had risen to go around and stand
beside his chum, now interposed with : ** You
have already done more than anything we can
do will pay for : you have saved our lives.”

‘¢ Oh, lawsey, don’t say that. 'Twan’'t noth-
ing at all. And now I must go back to mother.
She's old, you know, and awful curious 'bout
all that goes on. Our room’s off through that
hall, so's if ye want anything ye jist call out an’
I'll hear you. Good night ; I'll be in the first
thing 1n the mornin’ tew see how ye be, and all
I ask is that ye don't let the fire go down.”

So saying, and with the cheerful smile that
seemed a part of her homely face, this good
Samaritan of Tenbrook Falls went softly out
of the kitchen.

‘‘She isn’t stylish, but oh, how nice, eh,
Allie 2 quoth Arthur, softly, as the door closed,
with a revival of his old time spirits. ** Just
think of that woman dragging us both in here,
and then 1ug;:m§; these sofas out of the parlor
for us to lie on '™

‘* Did she do that ?"" exclaimed Allan.

**Saw her do it with my own eyes. But I
was terribly scared about you, old fellow. To
think of your carrying a big chap like me in
your arms as if I was a baby. I don’t wonder
you collapsed under it. But' now we must go
to sleep. I'm sure I'll be all right in the morn-
ing, and able to help you in the hunt for Beaver.
Wonder if that Benderman girl's lover is his
villainship. We must investigate that clew.
If it amounts to anything, we'll have gained
that much by our unlucky stay at the Erics-
sons”.”

Allan .now recollected that he had left the
satchel out on the road, at the point where
Arthur had fallen in his faint, but decided that
it was likely to remain unmolested till morning.
So he returned to his sofa, which, like that on
which Arthur lay, was upholstered in black
horsehair, in the style so prevalent a quarter of
a century ago. :

Arthur had already dropped off to sleep, and
Allan was on the point of following his exam-
ple, when a man’s voice was audible through
the thin partition which separated the kitchen
from the apartment corresponding to the one
into which the kind hostess had just now disap-
peared.

‘*Say, Tad,” it inquired, *‘didn’t you hear
talking just now ? Seems as if Polly had some
body with her in the kitchen. Run out and
look, will you? I don’t want to get up. It's
too thundering cold.”

Tad? Polly? And there was something
oddly familiar in the speaker's voice.

Allan was broad awake in an instant. How
strange that they should have been thrown with

the Bendermans so soon, he thought. But
where had he heard that voice before ?
The next moment he remembered. That

night on the way home from Hercules Hall, the
strange interview on the Terrace—yes, the man
who had accosted him that night, who had
caused his father's arrest, who had taken the
bonds, and whom they had come all this way
to find, was under the same roof with them, in
the very next room, and it would seem already
had his suspicions aroused,

Allan’s first impulse was to awake Arthur and
lay plans for the capture on the spot ; but all at
once the vision of a furrowed but cheerful face
rose before him, with the memory of the faint,
happy blush that had dyed it when she men-
tioned the fact that a tor was rooming with
her brother. What would his denunciation
mean to her ?

** Waited twenty years for happiness, and
then to have the cup dashed from her iips!
And to think what we owe her ! "

Allan was racked by conflicting emotions.
Fealty to his father, duty to the community,
gratitude to the one who had just saved him
from death—all struggled for the mastery. And
meanwhile Arthur breathed heavily in his sleep,
the clock on the shelf ticked loudly away the
minutes between one and two, and then the
door to the left of 1t opened, and a small, white
robed figure looked in.

(70 be continued.)
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FEEDING THE DOYES,
Con, coo, my pretty doves, fly lightly here !
See, snowy rice and gulden grain I spill !
Come wheeling through the wide air far and near,
Come from the gray old tower and take your fill ;
Swell your soft breasts and curve each graceful

nec 3
‘With rainbows spanned, and ruffle all your plumes
So dainty, fine, and clean, without a s 5
Lustrous as changing silk from Lyons looms.
Susette is calling—there is naught to fear !
‘0o, coo, my pretty doves, fly lightly here !

Harry's Defaulter.

BY CHARLES H. WILLARD,

ELL, well," said Mr, Heath, laying
down his newspaper and turning to
his wife, ** I shall never know where
to put my surplus if this keeps on.

Here's Dan Phillips decamped with $40,000,

And he an old friend of mine. Well, well, the

world grows more civilized every day.”

“ Let's see, father,” cried Harry, the sole
son and heir of the aforesaid

gentleman, a sturdy young fel-

low of fourteen years, and not

one of them wasted. * Where

does the paper say he has gone ?

Canada ¢ "
“H'm. Yes—no, no—Aus-
tralia. Confound it, Jane, he

was a fine fellow, a fine fellow,
before he got into that bank.
He got to leading too fast a life.
Too bad.”

Harry, seeing that his father
was in no mood for talking
or explaining matters, quietly
waited, until the paper was laid
aside, when he seized it eagerly
and bore it off in triumph to his
room.

His brain was soon crammed
with the figures and details of
the defalcation. As he read
how much respected Phillips
had been, of the absence of any
suspicion whatever, and of the
beautiful estate he had sacri-
ficed by his dishonesty, a queer
idea crept into and remained
uppermost in his mind.

What if Mr, Brooks, the old
president of the L— Bank,
should prove dishonest ? Harry's
father  would be ruined,
would also scores of other citi-
zens,

**And he looks as if he
would do that sort of thing
without any twinges of con-
science,” said Harry, scoliloquiz-
i “ That cold gray eye of
kes everybody that looks
at him shiver. ~And he's mean
enough, too, Had the police
stop our coasting and skating
on the pond."

The paper was laid aside at
last, and Harry prepared for a
night's rest, but the defalcation
of Phillips remained in his
thoughts, and even crept into
his dreams. The more he
thought about it, the more he
became convinced that old
Brooks, as he irreverently
termed lim, was preparing to
take a journey to the Canadian
frontier, with the bank funds.
If not, Harry reasoned, his
looks and acts belied him.

If there were any truth in his
suspicions, and he could only
manage to thwart the plans of
the dishonest official, what a
hero he would seem to his
schoolmates, and how much
glory he might win for himself |

It was very pleasant to lie
there and build castles, and
Harry was not a tyro at that
business. He was much given
to reading, and that style of lit-
erature represented by * Cross-
eyed Cromptoen, the Iron Fisted
Detective,” was by no means
unknown to Kim.

One of his favorite ambitions.
was to leap into a roomful of desperadoes, and
in a “cool but commanding tone,” summon
them to surrender, "

These things rather tended to heighten his
castle building than otherwise. Whole acres
and square miles of ethereal territory were cov-
ered with foundations of high and mighty
structures, o

He did not say a word to his father about his
suspicions.  He rightly judged that his idea
would meet with little favor, as Mr, Brooks was
a firm friend of the Heaths.

The next morning brought no change in his
opinion, and all his extra time that day was
spent in hanging around the bank and watching
the president every lime he entered or left it
He prided himself on the masterly way in
which he followed that gentleman, flattering
himself that he had eluded observation, He
wonld have been somewhat taken down could
he have heard one of the clerks remark to an-
other :

1 wonder why young Heath follows old

Brooks everywhere 2~ 1 shouldn't have supposed
the old gent was so [ascinating.”
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But for all his shadowing and tracking and
various other cunning devices, Harry coulé find
nothing which in the slightest degree justified
any of his suspicions until the third day. He
had hurried to the bank directly after the close
of school, and was leaning against the iron
hitching post in front of the stoop. The presi-
dent’s horse, harnessed to% light and stylish
buggy, was tied to the post.

As Harry stood admiring the steed, its owner
rushed down the bank steps and sprang into the
carriage. He cast a quick, nervous look at
Harry, and then recognizing him, called out :

** Here, Harry, come here. 1 have a mes-
sage for you to deliver to your father. Tell
him that I am quite unexpectedly called away
north—that he had better not invest anything in
my absence, which may last three or four days,
and perhaps more. Give him my regards—and,
hurry home as fast as you can—to save him the
trouble of calling.”

Mr. Brooks, besides holding the office of pres-
ident of the bank, was also the principal lawyer
in the town of L——, and Mr. Heath's advisor.

Harry, immediately on Mr. Brooks's turning

the buggy, sprang at the back of it and held on
although it was going at a furious rate.

He imagined he saw through the speech of
the president ; its coarse joke about investing

~ money which he, Mr. Brooks, had stolen, and
“ stopping away three or four days, perhaps
more."” nd then the defaulter had perceived
in him, Harry, an alert and watchful guard of
the depositors' money, and had endeavored to
get him out of the way by sending him on a
fictitious errand.  All these things rushed
through Harry's mind as the buggy whirled
him swiftly along.

Many were the shouts of *' Cut, cut behind ;"
but either the driver did not hear or did not
choose to notice them, and Harry remained
undiscovered. In a few minutes the carriage
drew up with a violent jerk at the platform of
the Northern Depot, Harry vanished around
the corner before Mr. Brooks had alighted.

“ Here, Fred, Jet me take your jacket and
cap a couple of minutes,” cried he, on meeting
a friend of his. '

“What do you want of them ?—why what's
the matter with your face i—you've got it all

screwed up " asked Fred, as they swapped
jackets,

** Stop your noise,” muttered Harry. " It'sa
disguise. Would you know me now ?" comb-
ing his hair down over his eyes, shutting one of
those organs, and twisting the corner of his
mouth nearly up to the adjacent ear. ** Would
you know me now ?"

“Know you ? " and his friend laughed deris-
ively, while Harry hurried back to the wait-
ing room just in time to hear Mr. Brooks call
for a ticket to a place only a few miles north,

“It's only a blind,” said Harry to himself,
rapidly revolving in his mind numerous plans
for detaining the president.

The train was ten minutes late and was ex-
pected every moment, In the meantime Mr,
Brooks was standing outside the station, taking
advantage of the delay to regulate some ac-
counts left unfinished by the hastiness of his de-
parture from the bank. Harry erly
watched him from.a doorway near by. ow
should he balk him ? How prevent him leav-
ing town with his ill gotten spoils ?

e had it, his plan, and left the doorway with

I
il

GREAT WAS THE AMAZEMENT WHEN MR. BROOKS AND WILDING EMERGED FROM THE CELLAR.

aspring. He crept quickly up behind the un-
conscious gentleman and threw a folded paper
into the cellar way directly behind him,

“1 think, sir,” said Harry, pointing to the
note in the cellar, and distorting his face into a
horrible grin to escape detection, ** that you've
dropped something from your pocket book.”

““Why, so [ have,” and Mr. Brooks descended
the seven or eight cellar steps, The next instant
the door was banged behind him and the bolt
shot.

A moment later the train steamed rapidly up
to the station, and in a few seconds was off
agaiu with its load of passengers. Harry, as he
watched it out of sight, began to ask himself if
he had not been rather hasty, What if Mr.
Brooks were not a defaulter, and he, Harry, had
kept him from some important piece of busi-
ness ; perhaps from making a will for some dying
person ; or perhaps—

But at this moment Fred appeared, waving
two pieces of pasteboard over his head.

“Two tickets to the football match over in
the Star grounds,” he cried. ‘] just met Por-
ter and he says he can't use 'em.”
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‘* No, is that so?" said Harry, everything
vanishing from his mind except the game.
**¥Yes, they've played about ten minutes now,
and it will take us ten minutes more to get over
there if we start right off. But we car see more
than half the game, any way.”
And Fred and Harry, the latter naving en-
tirely forgotten his prisoner, started off for the
Star Athletic Grounds,
The match being over Harry returned to the
station at a moderate pace. Arrived, he found
a large mob of people assembled, talking loudly
and gesticulating wildly,
“What is the matter ?" he asked of one of
his friends whom he saw sitting on a post near
by, looking rather frightened,
** Bank's busted. Wilding the cashier and
Brooks the president run off with the money.”
Harry, to his friend’s great surprise, instead
of sympathizing with him and joining in his
chorus, gave a * hip, hip hurrah,” and kicked
his heels together. Then with an assumption
of great importance he rushed up to one of the
lariesl stock holders in the bank, who, although
he had probably lost more than any one person
present, was standing quietly
outside the throng; while
Dobbs, whose losses would not
have bought him a new hat,
was plowing here and there
amongst the crowd, yelling,
howling, and threatening terri-
ble vengeance.

. i .h.lr. Lorry. Come, I have

em.

‘* Have them ! Have who?”

f* Mr. Brooks, the president.”

‘* And Wilding "

“ No, only Brooks." And in
a few sentences Harry told his
smrg, and Mr. Lorry, thor-
oughly roused, plun, around
the corner, calling upon the
crowd to follow him, The
bolts were shot back, the cellar
doors flung open, and Mr.
Brooks and M». Wilding ap-
peared at the entrance.

‘“Here they are"—'‘Mob
'em."—*“There's the old fox
and his cub,”" shouted the
crowd.

The president attempted to
speak, but his voice was
drowned; he changed color,
bit his lip and folded his arms,

Mr, Lorry then stood up and
demanded smlence. The shouts
sank into grumbles and finally
subsided altogether. Mr. Brooks
again attempted to speak, but
Wilding interrupted him.

b O am the puilty
“T fully exon-

‘The stocks,
bonds and bills are in this
satchel. Mr. Brooks is—"
but he was stopped by the
cheers of the crowd,

“* It is true,” said Mr. Brooks
to Mr. Lorry. ** He confessed
to me in rB;e cellar, when he
found he could not escape. 1
do not wish him to be prose-
cuted ; nothing is now dam-
aged except his reputation.”

Wilding was placed under ar-
rest, and the crowd gradually

dis; leaving Mr. Brooks
an . Lorry together, with
Ha few feet off, filled with
chagrin at his mislake, but

with the knowledge that it had
been the means of capturing
the real thief,
1 should like to know, Lorry, if you can tell
me, what boy that was that locked me in there,
Pretty smart boy—rather too smart, perhaps,”
remarked Mr, Brooks. ‘*I've lost a $200 case
this afternoon.  Still, it is not possible for me
to regret it, since by the mistake the bank has
been saved. Do you know the boy 2"

Mr. Lorry silently and smilingly pointed to

Harry.

**What, young Heath? Why, sir, do you
know what you have been doing ? Locking me
up for two mortal hours and making me lose an _
imgﬂrlinl case. You did happen to catch the
right one this time, but you can't always blun
derintoit. 1 can guess what put it into your
head ; that newspaper re; about Phillips, I
fancy. And you're a reader of detective litera-
ture, 1 imagine, besides, Now a that
would read one of those miserable sensational
stories—" '

‘* Not so bad as that, I hope,” interrupted Mr.
Larry, handing him a telegram he had that mo-
ment received. ** The 4:23 train. Theone you
‘were gomg on, vas it not ? "

‘“Ah, what's this?" exclaimed Mr. Brooks.
‘*4:23 train broken through trestle three miles
this side of Clyde Junction. Fourteen killed
and all more or less injured. Well—ahem—my
boy, it seems that I'm indebted to you for my
present safety and perhaps for my life. You
must ride home with me."

Little was said on the way home, but the ride
was the beginning of a better acquaintance be-
tween the two, and Harry found nu truer or
warmer friend in after life than the man, whom
he for twenty four hours had regarded as a des-
perate criminal,  And, it may be added, he has
given up reading dime novels, realizing that (he
happy outcome of his adventure was more by
good luck than good masagement.
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IN SPRINGTIME.

BY MATTHEW ARNOLD.
THe hills were round us, and the breezc
Went o’er the sunlit fields again;
Our foreheads felt the wind and rain.
Our youth returned ; for there was shed
On spirits that had long been dead,
Spirits dried up and closely furl'd,
The freshness of the early world.

[ This stary commenced in No. 370
Mr. Halgrove's Ward;

LIVING IT DOWN.
By TALBOT BAINES REED,
Author of ‘‘Reginald Cruden,” elc., elc.

CHAPTER XXXVIIIL
MR. HALGROVE AGAIN.

ERCY, ready to clutch at any straw of
hope, and jumping at once to the con-

@  clusion that the only business on which

any one could possibly call at the house
was about Jeffreys, told Walker to show the
gentleman up.

He was a dark, handsome man, with a few
streaks of gray in his hair, and a keen, cold look
in his eye which Percy mistrusted.

““We're old friends, I fancy,” said he, nod-
ding to the boy as he entered.
“* At least I fancy I saw you six-
teen or seventeen years ago.”

“1 must have been jolly
young then,” said Percy.

“ You were — about a week.
Your father and I were college
friends. I gave him up as a
deserter when he married, and
might have cut his acquaintance
altogether, only as he happened
to marry my sister, I was bound
to keep up appearances and
come and inspect my nephew
when he made /AZs appearance.”

“You're my Uncle Hal-
grove, then? I thought you
were dead.”

*1 sympathize keenly with
your disappointment. I am
alive and well, and hoped to
find my brother in law at home.”

‘* They'll be back tomorrow,"
said Percy.

** Have you dined, my boy?"

**No, not yet.”

** That's well, they can lay

for two. Tl sleep here to-
night.”

Percy scrutinized his uncle
critically. 3

** Look here, uncle,” he said,
rather nervously, ‘' it may be
all right, you know, and I'd
be awfully sorry not to be civil.
But I never saw you before, and
didn't know you were alive. So
I think you'd better perhaps
stay at your hotel tonight and
come tomorrow when they all
come home. Do you mind 2"

*“ Mind ? " said Mr. Halgrove.
*“I'm delighted if you are.
Y ou prefer solitude, so do L.
Or perhaps you've been a
naughty boy and left behind
for your sins.”

*“T've stayed behind because
I didn't want to go,” sa:d

Percy.

««Well," said Mr. Halgrove,
“1 am sure your relatives are
the sufferers by your decision.
By the way, one of the things
I came to see your father about
was to ask him to help me out
of a money difficulty. I've just
landed from America, and my
remittances are not here to
meet me. Consequently I am
in the ridiculous position of not
being able to pay for the luxury
of a hotel. But I understand there are nice

“mglean railway arches at Victoria, and that crusts

e frequently to be met with in the gutters if

e keeps his eye open.”

? Percy was perplexed.

! Do you mean you're really hard up ?" said
he,}* because if you really are, of course you'd
bester put up here.”

‘“But I may be a fraud, you know. I may
rob the house and murder.you in your bed,”
said his uncle, ** and that would be a pity.”

“I'll take my chance of that,” said Percy.

. And so it happened that the house in Clarges
Street had a visitor on the last night of Percy’s
lonely month. E

The boy and his uncle began the evening with
a good deal of suspicion and mutual aversion.

But it wore off as the hours passed. Mr.
Halgrove had a fund of stories to tell, and the
boy was a good listener ; and when at last they
adjourned for bed they were on friendly terms.

Percy, however, took the precaution to take
away the front door key, so that the visitor
could not abscond from’ the house during the
night without his knowledge. f

He need not have worried, however. His
uncle appeared at breakfast the next morning,
and made a good meal of it, by the way.

Percy was in considerable difficulty as to the
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ceremonies to be observed in welcoming his
family home. For he had no notion of leaving
the house in the possession of his suspicious
uncle while he went down to the station. Nor
could he bear the idea of not being at the train
to meet them.

So he compromised matters by taking his
complaisant relative with him, much to that
gentleman’s amusement.

It relieved him considerably when the train
arrived to see that his mother recognized the
stranger, though not effusively, as her veritable
brother. He was thus able to devote his whole
attention to his other uncle, whom he found
considerably more interesting.

Colonel Atherton arrived in high spirits, like
a schoolboy home for a holiday. He struck up
an alliance with Percy at once, and insisted on
taking him off to the apartments near Regent's
Park which were to be his and Raby's home for
the next few months.

As he was saying good by to the Rimbolts he
caught sight for the first time of Mr. Halgrove.

““Why, bless me, is that you, Halgrove 2" he
said. ‘‘ Why, I've worn mourning for you, my
boy. This is a bit of sharp practice. Where
did you sprin§ from?"

“Perhaps I'm a ghost, after all. So many
people have told me lately I'm dead that I be-
gin to believe it.”

** Never fear. If you were a ghost we should

be able to see through you—that's more than
anybody ever did with Halgrove, eh, Rimbolt 2"
{t Halgrove is coming home with us,” said

JEFFREYS DASHED THROUGH THE TERRIBLE FLAMES

Mr. Rimbolt, ““so when you and Raby come
tomorrow we can talk over old times."”

* Who would have thought of him turning
up ?" said the colonel to his daughter, as with
Percy they drove off in their cab. *‘ Why, I've
not heard of him since that affair of poor Jef-
freys, and—"

‘* Jeffreys | " exclaimed Percy, with a sudden-
mness that startled. the gal'ant officer, ** did you
say Jeffreys 2"

‘“Yes; what about him ? It was long before
your time—a dozen or fourteen years ago."”

‘“Why, he couldn't have been more than
eight then ; what happened to him, uncle, I
say ?"

The boy asked his question so eagerly and
anxiously that it was evident it was not a case
of idle curiosity.

*“You must be meaning the son; I'm talking
about the father. Wait till we get home, my
boy, and you shall hear.”

It required all Percy's patience to wait. The
very mention of his friend’s name had excited
him. It never occurred to him that there were
hundreds of Jeffreys in the world, and that his
uncle and he might be interested in quite differ-
ent persons. For him there was but one Jef-
ireys in the universe, and he jumped at any
straw of hope of finding him,

The reader knows all Colonel Atherton was
able to tell Percy ana Raby—for the latter was
not an uninterested listener—of the story of
Mr. Halgrove's partner. Percy in turn told
what he knew of his Jeffreys; and putting the
two stories together it seemed pretty clear it
was a history ot parent and son.

Colonel Atherton could not fail to be im-
pressed by the boy’s excitement and agitation

vover the loss of his friend ; and when struck

by a sudden idea he turned to His daughter and
said :

‘* I suppose this must be the gentleman you
told me about in your letter 2 You never men-
tioned his name ;" the blush with which she
answered that it was, convinced him that the
whole affair was a serious one, and wanted
looking into.

They talked the matter over pretty frankly,
and with Percy’s assistance the case was made
pretty plain to the disconcerted parent.

Early next morning the colonel was at Clarges
Street, seated in the study with his two old col-
lege friends.

““Well,"” said he, ‘‘here’s a case of we three
meeting again with a vengeance. And what
have you been up to, Halgrove, these twenty
years 2 No goed, I'll be bound.”

‘1 have at least managed to keep clear of
matrimony,” said Mr. Halgrove, ‘‘which is
more than either of you virtuous family men
can say."

“ Ah, well,” said the cclonel, with a sigh,
‘‘that's not all misfortune ; witness my sweet

daughter and Rimbolt’s
fine boy. What have you
got to show against that?”

“* Nothing, I confess.”

‘* By the way, though,
haven't you? The last I
heard of you was in the
papers—a record of a gen-
erous act on your part,
You had adopted the son
of an unfortunate partner
of yours who had died.
Is he still with you?"

‘“No,” said Mr. Hal-
grove; ‘‘that turned out
an unfortunate speculation in every way.”

““Did the boy bolt 2"

‘“Not exactly. I sent him to a first rate
school, where he distinguished himself in a way
of his own by an act of homicide.”

““What ?" exclaimed the colonel ; and Mr.
Rimbolt suddenly became attentive.

““Yes. He either quite or very nearly did for
a young schoolfellow in a fit of the tantrums,
and found it convenient to quit the place ~ather
abruptly.”

**What was the name of the school ?” asked
Mr. Rimbolt, quietly.

“* Bolsover, in ——shire.”

“ Singular | " exclaimed the colonel. ‘‘I had
a chum in India who had a boy at that very
school.”

Here the speaker became aware of a sharp
kick under the table, and a significant look from
Mr. Rimbolt. The old soldier was used to obey
the word of command at a moment’s notice,
and pulled up now.

‘1 should think a thing like that would be
very bad for the school,” said Mr. Rimbolt,
quietly, and in an offhand way.

‘ Fatal,” said Mr. Halgrove.
Bolsover went to the dogs after it.”

‘“And so you had—you had young—what
was his name 2"

AND SMOKE.

‘1 believe
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‘ Jefireys.”
‘“ Young Jeffreys on your hands ?”
“Scarcely. e parted company. As I told

him, I never was particular, but a man must
draw the line somewhere, and I drew it at man-
siaughter.”

** What became of him ?”

) ‘“Well, before I went abroad, he was teacher
in a dame school in York. He may be there
still, unless by this time all his pupils are de-
voured.” <

‘* Very unpleasant business for you,” said Mr
Rimbolt.

‘“ And,” asked the colonel, with a wink at his
brother in law, ‘* did he, like the prodigal, take
his portion of goods with him ? I mean what
his father left him.”

Mr. Halgrove for a moment raised his brows
uncomfortabll{.

‘*No,"” said he; ‘‘ Benjamin Jeffreys was an
eccentric man, and invested his money in eccen-
tric securities. His son’s money, like the lad
himself, went to the dogs, and left me decidedly
-out of pocket by my term of guardianship. 1
really advise neither of you to indulge your
philanthropy in adopting somebody else’s sons ;
it doesn’t pay.”

** Yours certainly was not a lucky experience,”
said Mr. Rimbolt; ‘ however, when you were
last heard of, fame reported that you could af-
ford to drop a little.”

** Time flies, and so does money. No one
could repeat the libel now with truth. The fact
is, this visit to an old college friend is a trifle
interested. My journey to the
‘West has turned out badly, and,
greatly as I should like it, I
could not offer to lend either of
you fellows a hundred pounds
at this present moment. So I
hope you won't ask me.”

The talk here took a financial
turn, and Mrs. Rimbolt pres-
ently joining the party, she
and her brother were left to
themselves while Mr. Rimbolt
aud the colonel took a short
stroll.

Mr. Rimbolt took the oppor-
tunity of telling his brother in
law what he knew, not only of
Jeffreys, but of young Forres-
ter; and the colonel told him
of his obligation to find if pos-
sible the child of his dead com-
panion in arms.

‘“It's a mixed up business
altogether,” said he, ** and from
ail I can judge something of a
family matter. My little girl,
Rimbolt, whom you've been so
good 1o, seems to me more in-
terested in this librarian of
yours than she would like any
one to suspect—eh 2"

“1 have fancied so,” said Mr.
Rimbolt, *‘sometimes.”

‘* Pleasant to come home and
find everybody in the dumps
about some one one has never
seen. The sooner the rascal
comes to light the better for
everybody, and for my holiday.
By the way, Rimbolt, that
struck me as fishy about Jef-
freys’s money, didn't it you ?”

‘It did. I had never heard
anything about Halgrove hav-
ing a partner.”

‘“Ihad. He went out of his
mind and died by his own hand ;
but from what 1 knew of Halgrove then, I
should say it was /e who had a weakness for
eccentric speculations. However, the money's
gone; so it's all the same for young Jeffreys.”

CHAPTER XXXIX.
AT WILKINS AND WILKINS'S.

THE time passed on ; and one day early in
December, when she returned home,
Raby found her father in an unwonted
state of excitement.

*‘There's a clew, Raby, at last!” he said.

‘A clew, father—you mean about young
Forrester ?

‘¢ About both. It's the most mixed up affair
I was ever in. Who do you suppose has written
in answer to our advertisement about For-
rester 2"

‘“ Has he replied himself ? " asked Raby, disin-
genuously ; for she guessed the truth.

‘* Not a bit of it. The letter's from Jeffreys.
He doesn't sign his name of course; but he
writes to say that he was at Bolsover and was
responsible for the accident ; and repeats what
Rimbolt knows already about his trying to hear
of him in his native place. There's nothing
very fresh about Forrester ; but it may lead to
our finding Jeffreys.”

*“Of course,” said Raby, finding it hard to
conceal her emotion, ‘‘he has written to the
lawyers. Does he give an address then ?"

‘““No—only a coffee house in Drury Lane.
He's evidently on his guard against a trap. He
writes private and confidential ; but you can see
he is ready to do anything to find Forrester."

*“ What shall you do ?"”

““Well, Rimbolt says leave it to the lawyers.
Of course we've no right to trap him, and Rim-
bolt thinks Wilkins and Wilkins had better not
mention our names, but let him know they are
acting for Forrester's executors. If he's not
scared during the first visit or two, he may con-
sent to see me, or Percy—and among us we may
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be able to help him out of his present condition,
which, to juJ’ge by his letter, I should fancy
is rather 1educed. ~He has been asked to call at
Wilkins'son Wednesday, and they have promised
to treat the matter as confidential—and we shall
just have to trust they will talk him round.”

Percy dropped in during the evening, highly
excited by the news. He utterly scouted all
these scrupuious precautions.

“It's rot 1 tell you! When you once get
him there, what you ought to do 1s to shut the
door and collar the key, and have Raby and me
and father hidden somewhere in the room. He's
bound to be caught that way."

My boy, in times of peace one doesn't catch
men like rats, unless, indeed, they are criminals.
Unfortunately Jeffreys is not.”

““All 1can say is," said the boy, ‘ after our
looking for him so long it does seem hard lines
to find him at last and no one be allowed to
come near him. I'm certain if Raby went—"

“You're too impatient, boy. He'll come
back to us of his own accord if we give him
time. Unless we do we spoil everything, and
shall probably scare him away for good.™

** But if he knew how we wanted him 2"

* Hasn't he seen your father’s advertisement ?
It appeared in the same paper which had the
advertisement about Forrester, so he is certain
to have seen it. No; dependon it if he gets the
least inkling we are on his scent he'll fight shy,
and we shall never hear of him again.”

This dreadful threat reconciled Percy to
patience ; and so it came about that Jeffreys
was not the only person who looked forward
anxiously and eagerly to the interview on
Wednesday.

Little suspecting the interest which his move-
ments were causing elsewhere, Jeffreys, on the
appointed day, presented himself at Messrs. Wil-
kins and Wilkins's office.

He was so much changed by eight monuus’

misery and privation that no ordinary acquaint-
ance would have recognized in the broken down,
haggard fellow who entered the office the once
robust and stalwart librarian of Wildtree. Even
Percy would have had to look at him twice to
make sure,
However, there was no one present on this
occasion to cause him any uneasiness as to the
possibility of recognition.  The clerk in the
outer office left him standing a quarter of an
hour before he deigned to look up and say :

** Come, be off ; we've nothing for you.”

1 want to see Messrs, Wilkins and Wil-
kins.™

** I dare say you do. So do alot of fellows.
I tell you it's no use your waiting.”

I 'have an appointment,” said Jeffreys, pro-
ducing the letter.

The clerk lcoked at it hurriedly and said :

“* And why on earth didn't you say you had ?
You were expected here a quarter of an hour
ago. Here, come this way."

And he led the way to a room in which an
elderly gentleman was seated writing.

** Here is the man you expected, sir,” said the

clerk.

Mr. Wilkins looked up curiously at his
visitor.

* Ah," said he, * you have called in reference
1o that advertisement about Gerrard Forrester.
Quite so. Let me see. Dhave your letter here,
Mr. 2

** Tt is not necessary to know my name," said
Jeffreys.

** Just as you please. Of course, as you say
you were at Bolsover School with Forrester, and
Were the cause of his accident, it is hardly worth
while making a mystery of it."”

I forgot that. My name is John Jeffreys."

“Thank you. It is a very proper thing of
you to offer to assist us in our search, and I
Shall be glad if 1 the end you should become
entitled to the reward which has been offered.”

* ] would not touch a farthing of it.” said
Jeffreys, with a scorn that astonished the

wyer.

“Well, that's your affair. T can understand
you have some remorse for what has occurred.
and would be glad to help, reward or no re-
ward."

T would give my life to find young Forrester,
Has anything been heard of him 2"

** Not much, though we have been able to
trace him rather farther than you did. e
found a day or two ago a mention of the case of
a lad, suffering from the results of an accident
such as he appears to have met with, in one of
the medical papers at the time. The case was
reported as having been treated at the Middle:
Hospital, and I find on inquiry there that in
December of that year Gerrard Forrester was a
patient under treatment for some months, and
in the May following was discharged as incur-
able.  That, you see, was more than eighteen
months ago.”

Teffreys felt his heart thump excitedly as he
listened. 1t was little enough, but it seemed at
least to bring him six months nearer to the
object of his search.

** After that,” said Mr. Wilkins, ** we are un-
able to discover anything. The address entered
against his name in the hospital books, which
was probably that of his old nurse, cannot now
be found, as the street has been pulled down a
year ago, and no one recollects him, I saw the
surgeon at the hospital, who remembered the
case, and he explained to me that the boy when
he left there might have lived a month or twenty
\ In any case he would always have to lie
on his back. It would be possible, he said, for
him to use his hands—indeed he believed during
the last week or two of his stay in the hospital
he had amused himself with drawing.”

years,
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‘ He was considered good-at drawing at Bol-
sover,” put in Jeffreys.

‘“So he may possibly have been able to earn
a living of some sort. The strange thing is that
he does not appear to have written to any one.
He might have communicated with his former
head master, or some of his grandmother's
friends at Grangerham, but he has not. Accord-
ing to Colonel—to my client’s account, he does
not appear to have written to his father, though
it is possible a letter may have miscarried there.
You have heard, no doubt, that his father died
in action in Afghanistan in January ?”

** Yes, I heard that—very gallantly.”

“‘Yes, in fact the boy would, I believe, if he
could be found, be entitled to a pension, besides
what little property his father left. The account
of the action, as well as our advertisements,
has been in the papers. If Gerrard is alive he
is probably somewhere beyond the reach of the
press, and for my own part I cannot see how he
can be in any but destitute circumstances."”

This was all there was tosay. But Mr. Wil-
kins's task was not yet done. He had been in-
structed to ascertain, if possible, something of
Jeffreys's present condition, and tosound him as
to his willingness to see again some of the
friends of his old life.

*Iam afraid,” sai
reverses, Mr. Jeffreys."
ever mind me, please,” replied he.
ou are living near here ?”

“NO”

*“ You must excuse me if I take an interest in
you—as a former schoolfellow of young For-
rester’s. You have come through much since
then 2"

‘* Not more than [ deserve,” said Jeffreys,

fidgeting.
‘‘ My client, I think, would have been giad to
see you, but as you made a point of this inter-
view being confidential, I was not justified in
asking him to be present.”

“Oh, no. Idon't want to see any one."

“ 1t would be a great help to my chent, who
is a stranger in London, if you, who know For-
rester, would assist him."

** Who is your client, may 1 ask 2"

“ My client,” said Mr. Wilkins, resolved to
make the venture, ‘*is a Colonel Atherton, an
old comrade of Captain Forrester's, who has
undertaken to try and find the boy and provide
for him.”

Jeffreys started, and replied :

*“No; 1 will do anything to help by myself,
but I do not wish to meet him."

“ You know him, then 2"

“No, I have never seen him."

** He would, I can promise, respect your con-
fidence, Mr. Jeffreys.”

** 1 know, but I cannot meet him or any one.
1 will do anything he wants about searching for
Forrester—he cannot be more anxious than 1
am—but I have every reason for wishing to re-
main unknown."

** You forget that it is hardly possible he can
fail to know your name ; and E: has friends,
some of whom I believe are deeply interested in
your welfare.”

Jeffreys shuddered.

**1 can't say more,"” said he. ‘1 will do all 1
can, but I want to see nobody but you."

““1 may, of course, report this interview to
my client.”

“ Of course ; 1 can't prevent tha

‘ And I must tell him you definitely refuse to
meet him."

““Yes. I cannot see him."

** Or tell him your address 2™

** No; you know where a letter would find
me."

“*Well, will you call again—say this day
week 2"

**Yes; to see you alone,’

Thus the unsatisfactory interview ended.

Mr. Wilkins was a man of honor, and feit he
had no right to insist on Jeffreys opening com-
munications with the colonel ; still less had he
the right, as he might easily have done, to
track his footsteps and discover his hiding
place.

Jefireys, alive to a sense of insecurity. evidently
expected the possibility of some such friendly
ruse, for he returned to his work by a long cir-
cuitous course which would have baffled even
the cleverest of dete

he, *‘you too have had

CHAPTER XL.
A BRAND FROM THE BURNING.

FFREYS seriously debated with himself
that night the desirability of evacuating
his garret at Storr Alley and seeking
lodgings somewhere else. His old life
seemed hemming him in; and, like the wary
hare, he felt the inclination to double on his
pursuers and give them the slip.

For, rightly or wrongly, he had convinced
himself that the one calamity to be dreaded was
his recapture by the friends in whose house his
bad name had played him so evil a revenge.

Yet how could he leave Storr Alley 2 Had he
not ties there ?

Was it not worth worlds to him to hear now
and then, on his return at night, some scrap of
news of the ministering angel, whose visits
cheered the place in his absence > He shrank
more than ever from a chance meeting ; but
was it not a pardonable self indulgence to stay
where he could hear and even speak of her ?

Nor was that his only tie now.

Mrs. Pratt, in the room below, had never re-
covered yet from the illness which prostrated
her at little Annie's death ; and night by night
Jefireys had carried the two babies to his own
.

attic in order to give her the rest she needed, and
watch over them in their hours of cold and rest-
lessness.

He became an expert nurse. He washed and
dressed those two small brethren—the eldest of
whom was barely three—as deftly and gentiy
as if he had been trained to the work. And he
manipulated their frugal meals, and stowed
them away in his bed, with all the art ofa
practiced nurse.

How could he desert them now ?

How indeed? That very night, as he sat
writing, with the little pair sleeping fitfully on
the bed, a head was put in at the door and a
voice said in a whisper: * Poor Mrs. Pratt's
gone, John.”

' What,” he said, ** is she dead ? "

“Yes—all of a sudden—the 'art done it—I
know’d she' was weak there. Poor dear—and
her 'usband such a bad 'un too, and they do say
she was be'ind with her rent.”

So the woman chattered on, and when at last
she went, Jeffreys glanced at his two uncon-
scious charges and went on writing.

No, he could not leave Storr Alley.

In the morning as usual he performed their
little toilets and announced to the elder that his
mother had gone away, and they might stay up
stairs. Whereat the little orphan was merry
and executed a caper on the bare floor.

A fresh dilemma faced the newly made father,
He must work if he and his family were to eat.
The thirty shillings he had earned last week
could not last forever. Indeed, the neighbors
all seemed to take it for granted he would see
to Mrs. Pratt’s burial ; and how could he do
otherwise ?

That meant a decided pull on his small re-
sources. For a day or two he might live on his
capital, and after that—

He put off that uncomfortable speculation.
The baby began loudly to demand its morning
meal; and the three year old, having run
through his mirth, began to whimper for his
mother. Altogether Jeffreys had a busy time of it.

So busy that when, about midday, Tim, who
had been perched up on a box at the window to
amuse himself at the peril of his neck by looking
out into the court below, suddenly exclaimed,

‘‘ There she is!” He bounded from his seat
like one electrified, and for the first time realized
that ske might come and find him !

There was barely a chance of escape. She
had already entered the house; and he became
aware of the little flutter which usually pervaded
the crowded tenement when she set foot in it.

She had many families to visit; and each
grudged her to the next.

What could he do? Wait and face her, and
perhaps meet her look of scorn, or, worse still,
of forgiveness 2 Or hide from her ?

He debated the question till he heard her
enter the chamber of death below.

With a groan he gathered together his papers,
and bidding Tim mind the baby till he returned,
seized his hat and hurried from the room.

He went out miserably into the street and
waited within view of the entrance to the alley
till she should come out. It was long before
she appeared—he guessed how those two friend-
less little orphans would detain her. 'When she
came her veil was down, and in the crowd on
the pavement he lost sight of her in a moment.
Yet he knew her, and all his resolution once
more wavered, as he reflected that he was still
within reach of her voice and her smile.

He returned anxiously to the attic. The baby
lay asleep on the bed, and Tim, perched on his
window seat, was crooning over a little doll.

There was a flower on the table; the scanty
furniture of the room had been set in order, and
his quick eye even noticed that a rent in Tim's
frock which had caused him some concern in the
morning had been neatly mended.

Tim came and put the little doll into his
hands.

“* She gave it me. Will she come soon again 2"
said the child.

**Yes: she's sure to come again.”

“You ran away, you was afraid. I wasn't.”

In a strange turmoil of emotion Jeffreys re-
sumed his writing. The flower in the cup be-
side him was only a half withered aster, yet it
seemed to him to perfume the room.

Till midnight he labored on; then, cold and
wearied, he put out his little candle and laid
himself beside the children on the bed.

He had scarcely done so when he became
aware of a glare at the window, which brought
him to his feet in an instant. It was a fire
somewhere,

His first panic that it might be in the house
was quickly relieved. It was not even in Storr

Alley, but in one of the courts adjoining. He
looked down from his window. The alley was
silent and empty. No one there, evidently, had

yet had an alarm,

Quickly putting on his boots, he hurried down
and made his way in the direction of the flames.
From below they were yet scarcely visible, and
he concluded that the fire, wherever it was, must
have broken out in the top story. Driver's
Court, which backed on to Storr Alley, with
which it was connected at the far end by a nar-
row passage, was an unknown land to Jeffreys.
The Jews in Storr's had no dealings with the
Samaritans in Driver's; for Storr Alley, poor as
it might be, prided itself on being decent and
hard working, whereas Driver's—you should
have heard the stories told about it. It was a
regular thieves' college, A stranger who chanced
into Driver's with a watch chain upon him, or a
chink of money in his pocket, or even a good
coat upon his back, might as soon think of com-
ing out by the way he had entered as of flying.
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There were ugly stories of murders and myste-
ries under those dark staircases, and even the
police drew the line at Driver's Court and gave
it the go by.

Jeffreys had nothing to apprehend as he
rushed down the passage. He bhad neither
watch, chain, nor money, nor good coat. His
footsteps, echoing noisily in the midnight si-
lence, brought a few heads to the windows, and
almost before he stood in the court there was a
cry of ** Fire "

Terrible anywhere, such a cry in a court like
Driver's was awful indeed. In a moment the
narrow pavement swarmed with people, shout-
ing, cursing, and screaming. Although even
yet the flames scarcely appeared from below, a
panic set in which it was hopeless either to re-
move or control. Chairs, tables, mattresses
were flung, it seemed at random, from the win-
dows. Mothers, not venturing out on to the -
stairs, cried down to those below to catch their
children, Drunken men, suddenly roused,
reeled fighting and blaspheming into the court.
Thieves plied their trade even on their panic
stricken neighbors, and fell to blows over the
plunder.

Still more terrible was the cry to others who
remained within.

Children, huddled into corners, heard that
cry and it glued them where they stood. The
sick and the crippled heard it, and made one
last effort. to rise and escape. Even the aged
and bedridden, deserted by all, when they heard
it, lay shouting for some one to help.

The flames, pent up at first and reddening
the sky sullenly through the smoke, suddenly
freed themselves and shot up in a wild sheet
above the court. The crowd below answered
the outburst with a hideous chorus of shrieks
and yells, and surged madly towards the doomed
house. %

There was no gleam of pity or devotion in
those lurid upturned faces. To many of them
it was a show, a spectacle ; to others a terrible
nightmare, to others a cruel freak of Provi-
dence, calling forth curses.

The flames, spreading downwards, had already
reached the second floor, when a window sud-
denly opened ; and a woman, with wild dishev-
eled hair, put out her head and screamed wildly.

The crowd caught sight of her, and answered
with something like a jeer.

““It's Black Sal.” some one shouted ; **she's
kotched it at last.”

““Why don't you jump ?" shouted another.

‘“Booh ! shouted a third. ** Who skinned
the cripple ?"

The woman gave a scared look up and down.
The flames at that moment wrapped round the
window, and, with a wild howl, the crowd saw
her disappear into the room.

Jeffreys all this time had been standing .
wedged in the crowd, a spectator of that hide-
ous scene and now a witness of this last tragedy.

With a desperate effort he fought his way to
the front, hitting right and left to make himself
a passage. It was a minute before he got
through.  Then the crowd, realizing as if by in-
tuition his purpose, staggered back, and raised
a howl as he dashed into the door of the half
consumed building.

The first flight of steps was still intact, and
he was up it in a moment ; but as he dashed up
the second the smoke swirled down in his face
and half choked him. He groped—for it was
impossible to see—in search of the door; and,
guided partly by the roar of the crowd without,
and partly by the shrieks within, he found the
room,

It was full of flame as he entered it, and to
all appearance contained nothing else. The
wretched woman, finding the stairs worse to
face than the window, had rushed back there
and flung herself desperately on to the heads of
the crowd below,

As he turned to save himself, Jeffreys, amid
the roar of the flames, caught the sound of a
shout from the corner of the room which he had
imagined to be empty.

Rushing toward it, he made out the figure of
a lad on the floor, blackened with smoke, and
evidently unable to move.

Yet he was not senseless, for he called,

*1 can't walk—help me."

Jeffreys caught him in his arms in a moment.
and only just in time. He had literally to wade
through flame to the door ; and when he reached _
the stairs outside, the dense smoke, reddening”
every instant, burst upon him well nigh overt
whelmingly. <

How he staggered down that awful flighf
with his burden he knew not. More than once
he stumbled ; and once a shower of fallen &m-
bers all but stunned him. It was all done in"a
minute,

Those who watched without marveled how
soon he returned ; and when they perceived that
he bore in his arms a living creature, even
Driver's Court swayed back to let him pass, and
cheered him.

Happily a cry of ** Engines!™ at the other
end of the court diverted the crowd still further
and enabled him to stagger forward clear of
danger.

** Drop him, he's a dead 'un,” shouted some
one who stopped a moment to peer into the.face
of the senseless lad.

*T'll give you a shilling to help me with him
out of this," said Jeffreys.

It was a shilling well spent. Unaided he
could never have done it, but with the sturdy
gladiator to clear the way he was able at last to
reach_the comparative seclusion of Storr Alley.

The offer of another shilling prevailed on the
man to carry the lad to the attic,
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Then for the first time, left to himself, he
looked in the face of this unexpected guest.
And as he did so the room seemed to swim |
round him. He forgot where he was or what
he was. He looked down on an upturned face,
but one not blackened with smoke. It was
white and livid, with green grass for a back-
ground—and the roar he heard was no longer
the distant yell of a panic stricken mob—but
boys’ voices—voices shouting to himself !

Yes, for the last time that vision rose before
him. Then with a mighty effort he shook off
the dream and looked once more in the face of
the boy who lay there on the floor of the Storr
Alley garret. And as he did so, young Forres-
ter slowly opened his eyes.

(70 de continued.)
S e
TRAVELING ON ONE RAIL.

RivING On a rail may now be indulged in over in
Ireland without any of the humiliating inconveni-
ences usually associated with that method of loco-
motion. An Irish correspondent of the London
Daily News furnishes the following particulars of
a ten mile single rail railway that has recently been
built between Listowel and Ballybunnion :

The first impression which the railway gives to a
spectator is that it is a very substantial wire fence.
It is about three feet six inches in height, the top
rail, which bears all the weight of the train, being
about two inches wide. Springing downwards
from this on each side are two iron supports, form-
ing, as it were, a capital letter A, or rather an in-
verted letter V.

These are fastened to iron sleepers at a distance
from each other of about twenty inches, the sleep-
ers themselves extending about ten inches on
either side, and being so formed that when the
road is firm they become so imbedded in the
ground that no other sleepers are required. In
other parts, where the permanent way is less
solid, wooden sleepers six feet wide have been
laid, into which the iron sleepers are fastened
with bolts. A guiding rail passes along each side
of the trestles at a uniform distance of about two
feet. hese side rails bear no weight, but are
merely extended to balance the rolling stock,
which it will be petceived is of a very novel and
very peculiar construction. Perhaps the best idea
of the way in which the cars are attached to the
top rails will be conveyed by saying that the two
sides of the carriages rest on it—or, rather, on the
framework above the center wheels—and hang
over on each side like the panniers of a saddle on a
donkey.

The first class cars are comfortably upholstered,
the passengers being seated in a row with their
faces to the open country, while the seats in the
third class (there is no second) are placed vis-1-vis
in the usual way. There is no communication be-
wween the two sides of the carriage.

R
THE LITTLE DOG FOR THE BURGLAR.

Axarticle in the Washington Star on the ways

" of burglars furnishes some use(ul hints to those

Because Houd's Sarsaparilla is the best spring
medicine and blood purifier.

Because it i& o concentrated extract of the best
alterative and blood purifying remedies of the
vegetable kingdom.

Because, by # peculiar combination, proportion
and pr it p ive power pe-
culiar to itself.

Becanuse it is the only medicine of which can
truly be said ** 100 doses one dollar,” ar unaunswer-
able argument as to

Strength and Economy

Because it is nnequalled for the cure of scrofula,
salt rheuw, Loils, dyspepsia, biliousness, sick head-
ache, indigestion.

Because every article entering into it is carefully
scanned, none but the best is used and all the
roots and berbs are ground in our own drug mill—
which makes impossible the use of anything im-
pure or deleterioud. Because it ia an

Honest Medicine
and every purchaser receives a fair equivalent for
his money.

Becaure its advertising is original and not de-
pendent upon the brains of competitors.

Because when given a faithful trial it is reasona
hly certain to effect the desired result.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
Sold by all druggists. $1; six for $5. Prepared only
by C. I. HOOD & CO., Lowell, Mass.

100 Doses One Dollar

TELEGRAPHY !

It you wish to know all about learning Telegraphy, con
structing and um‘rnllm; Short Lines of Telegraph, &c.,
send your address by postal card or letter, and get J. H
BUNNELL & Co.’s Ma nunl of Instruction for Learners of
Telegraphy latest edition, which we will send free of
charge to all whoapply by mail or otherwise. It is the
planant a0il best book f InawUCHION in Telegraphy ever

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

'Why We Win|

THE FAMOU: CUSTOM-MADE

Plymouth Rock $ 3 Pants

FULL BUITS AND OVERCOATS.
at Proportionate Prices

We sincerely believe
that never before have
e been able to offer cur
customers good
stylish a line of sl’nll\u
GOODS as now. Our line

DO YOU WEAR

ANT

m
0 are very

expariel
we mall 20 samples of these cloths, se)f measure-
ment blanks so accurate that we guarantee s ht. Also
If yon mention thlugs‘per we send you n good 48-inch
n en tape measure you must save time, send us

our walist, inside le(. hip and knee mensures.
mgau-er it $3, and 35¢. to pre uy express or postage.
We uirantee’ Safs dehwry cause a cus-
tomer of ours may return his goods and receive back his
money or & new garment, a guarantee of which state-
ment” may be obtained by writing to the American
Express Co. (capital ,000), at Boston In

buying goods hy maii, it is a good rale
send money to c t a el
known lhr()nuh(|l the country and avoid the

countless imitai that spring up for a day
{0 compete with 014 and reguiar G£tabihments.
PLYMOUTH ROCK PAN CO.,
18 Summer Street, Boston, Mass.
In rephlnz to thll adv. mention Golden Argosy,
Piso’s Remedy for Catarrh is the
t, Easiest to Use, and Cheapest.

CATARRH

Sold b&‘dmmzism or gent by mail.
50c. E.T. Hazeltine, Warren,
In replying to this adv. mentivn Golden Argosy.

published, being complete in dPch tion,
and illustrations, . E LL & CO.,
y St. , Ne' York

in replyling tc this adv. ment ol Golden

DYSPEPS

PEPSIA s, aturs, Souee.

being the experience of at actual suflerer, by JOHN H.
MCALVIN, Lowell, Mass., 14 years Tax Collector. Sent

free toany adidress.
In replying to tll -dv. entlor Golde- Arl-ly.

CANDY ::

Suitable for presents

Seud $1.25, $2.10, or $3.50 for a bo'c of
extra fine Candy, prepaid by ex
east of Denver and weat of New Yor

NTHER. Confectioner, Chicago."
n Argosy.

at Reductlon !
E, Hidden Name and Floral
, 100 Album Pictures, New
:mplu lnd |Ilh Ring, all 10 cents.
Cliaton & Co, North Haven, Conn,
In replying to this adv. mention Goldu Argosy.

Gre lucti
BO &N

STYLO AND FOUNTAIN PENS.

Send for circulars Acents wanted. Fountain Holder
fitted with beanunl\!yGnld Pen, Stylo, Fountain
$1.50and up, J.ULRICH & CO.. 106 Liberty st., N.

_in replying to tll-  adv. mention Golden Argosy.

who wish to put as many as possible
in the path of the Knight of the Jimmv. For in-
stance, it is stated that people invariably keep
their jewelry in the top bureau drawer, so that
knowing this, midnight robbers lose no time in
opening others.

The greatest enemy this class of thieves has is
lhe small doz that is allowed to travel over the
house. If when they enter the dog happens to be
upstairs he barks and alarms the occupants of the
house, and as the thief approaches him he barks
until he gets under the bed or some other piece of
furniture, and continues barking until the thie
either leaves the house through fear or because the
barking dog has attracted the attention of some

one in the house. Such adog is feared by thieves
more than a mastiff.

_— e —
*Some said, *John, print it," others said ** Not s0,”

Some said * It might do good,’ others said *No.” ”

I{ the discoverer of Dr. Saze’s Catarrh Remedy had
*liared the senseless prejudices of a certain uum o mn
sicians he would have refused to print the

proclaim to the world the glorious tidings lll'l' an Inlulll
ble remedy for that mlmt loathsome disease, catarrh, had
been discovered. ut he advertised liberally and the
result has justified him in the course he pursued. Dr.
Sage's Catarrh Remedy never fails. All druggists.—Adv.

—_——tee ———

CATARRH CURED
A clergyman, after years of suffering from that loath -
some disease, Catarrh, and vainly trying every known
remedy, at Iast found a preseription which completely
d saved him from death Any sufferer from
!lllldn}adrul disease sending A self addressed stamped
envelope to Prof. J. A. Lawrence, 212 East 9th St., New
York,will receive the recipe free of charge.—Ady.
B —
I have been afflicted with an afection of the
Throat from caused by d ia, an
have used vu.rioua remedies, but have never found

anything equal to BRowN's BRONCHIAL TROCHES,""
Ret. G. M. F. Hampton. Piketon, Ky. Sold only in
boxes,—Adv

—_— e

FIT8.—All Fitx stopped tree by Dr. K
Nerve Restorer. No Fits after first day’s use
velous cures. Treatise and $2.00 trial lmme free to Fit

cases. Send to Dr. Kline, 911 Arch St., —Ady
Cute, Curious. Cll'l‘h? Plf'.lll'l‘l
QOO Yocts. P. ol BOX 263 York

llﬂl’b‘ﬂ Elczlnlhlddcn name cards
BUX 2688, New York.

Facial Blemishes.

835 A MONTH. No capital re
chance to make money.
once. B. 8. Lauderbach Co., 260 Bron

TANTED A few Boys and Girls in each place to do
light writing. Eucloge stamp for 50- page book ot
particulars to J ., H. WOODBURY. Albany, N
soLID GOLD and Rolled Gold Kings, Jewelry,
Novelties,&c., ABSOLUTELY FREE.

Send 2¢, stamp for particulars, Aetna Co.Northford,Conn.

Habit curod. Treatmentsenton trial.
HUMANE REMEDY CO., LaFayette, Ind.

Send stamp for 50 page

book
DR. J. \\‘nomumv Albany, N Y.
A

ulred zood
‘1 ary at
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An active Man or Woman in every
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$75 per Month and Expenses  Canvassin, (mtﬂt
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‘Coleman Nat’l 1 Business ( olleg‘e
NEWARK. N. J. Patronag,
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Open all the year. ,\d.xm
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GRAND GIFT. Lz
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S |(n the World. No labor or mhlulu{
ON 23
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logue n‘ent Free,
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$3 Printing Press! Type
For cards, &¢. Circu- Setting
lar size $8.  Press for easy
small_newspaper, $44. by
Send 2 stamph for List J
presses, type, cards, to printed
factory. rules

Kelsey & Co., Meriden, Conn.  given.
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‘ A Wonderful Offer
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Given You
Satin, Plash, F

‘ each,” and Ar,l, nu» "
ART PRI G CO. eroed, Go
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[ CONVERTIBLE WIRE BASKET. ga

MARVELOUS!
No loose parts and yet can
be converted into 100
useful and ornamental

shapes. It isa Lamp Shade.Cake Stand,
Card Recei

i Boiler, Water Heater, and innumer-
articies that are indispensablie in the house |
Nothinglikeit in existence,and A gents mako
35 to $10 per day. noughu agerly by all classes. Send
at once for particulars, assgreen M

1441 Pearl 8t., Cleveland,0., or 78 W. Si

FRAME
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and PICTURES.
OVER 100 SUBJECTS, $1.00,

ILLUSTRATED
CATAL

WM. LFVI N,

Dey Slreet. N. Y.

GOSY.

»%

Send for one_ It wil1fll you with sstonishment and dellght,
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Samples free. F. HILL,

. Easy work.
ston, Mass.

WANTED. Good pa
POTTER & POTTER,

BOYS
FREE

12S0uvenir name cards, Great 13 Pazzle,
Ring, and Peacil, all for 1@¢. E. H. P.

RS eSample Book, 1 Stone
EE, New H"m

BIG PROFITS! Small article sells for loc. Every Me.

hanic will buy it. One man in one city
sold 75 doz.in 2 monthn, Mail 106 for ample and clreulars
. D. GooDWiX & Co., P. 0. Box C 616, New Haven, Conn.

= 1 Searf or Lace Pin, 1 Stone Ring. { Chas-
ed Band Ring. 278 Scrap bicturds & Ver-

xex, & Elegant Sumples, 10c. F. Austin,

C

w New Haven,
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LL FREE!
Stitches, 1 Beautiful Jaj
3 months on m-l 10 cts.
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) New Book of 'E‘lm'yworl 50 Desigus for
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i "I HOME, Boston, Mass.
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FISHING

for Price List, GuaWorks, Pitta)
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%Blcydes $8 to $150. EASY

PAYMENTS.
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Cured by
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JIAINES’ GOLDEN SPECIFIC. It can be gvien
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0., 185 Race Kt., C o,
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RUBBER ETAMP CO. New Havens Conn,
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CURE "ﬂ'EDEAF

PECK’S PATENT hﬂ'uo\'rn CUSHIONED EAR DRUMS Pcrfealy
Restore the Hearing, and perform the work of the natu
drum, Invisible, comfortable and alwa

conversation md even whispers heard dL
Mnabens. ifh testimonials, FREE. Beiiit
FHTS00X 853 Broadway, cor, 14th 8t New York.
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BICYCLES ‘

and TRICYCLES
Ladies, Boys and Misses.

for Gentlemen,
1 i Stylesin Highand Tow
eren tyles in gh an ow
Priced Wheels. Before you pur-
chase see our large illustrated price
. Sent on receipt of stamp.
JNO. WILKINSON CcO.,
55 STATE STREET, - CHICAGO, ILL.
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EVERY MONTH, 55 =

We win glllr‘nm
to any one who is
willing to work, Qur business isnew, casy
and very pleasant. We have agents who
ato clearing $15 a day.others §3

tgn

in rv»l:lnglo this ud\

$100:

ing. We furnis]

nuble and permnnem work
un not be equaled. Write
« A. ELLS & CO.,
lGl 14 Salle 8t., Chicago, I}
In replying to thls adv. mention Golden Argosy.

we have something
to us. Address,

NTION GOLDEN A
The New

anercn ROLLER ORGAN

r- -lmnutmhu nnul. Fwnch luno lnul ll’lg
a4z t
-nnnuum-mml

rmct tune nld une. uln- bene
-nd un Rm g 18 the verecc-
andes! lud mol‘

5 ACRED
MARCHES, wmzss Pouus glgé

l | p r. or combiningsonany
leul.nral cln be {ollnd in Frenchm‘ Swiss Music Boxes. cost
ine WE ANT SPECIAL AGENT

R SEX, IV EVERY LOCALITY. AND
SUCH IHDLCI\.M ENTS THAT EARN-
WOBI(EI&S r,\sno'r FAIL TO MAKE
$ "ll. whun you order &
lmnhl.lnnmmmn

PR Price Only Six Dollars
l'lI;Yf‘\llVE CANES with muosie,
xnm. . ‘when you order and

'i°6 C0. 144 Nagsau Streef, New York

AT

lmxrumnnulu t.ho
ment ever

W the public. 1t

S216 s

e want an active and intellizent man

& CO.,
Rochester, N. V.
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TOO

Boy—" Letling ’em loose. You
when you could help them.”

GOOoD.

Mo'mylz—" Why. you little :«'amf,lmhnl are you doing ?”
0

i me the other day it was wicked to see anytling suffer

AN AMATEUR TELEPHONE LINE.
A TELEPHONE is a very useful thing to have in
the house. Demorest’'s Monthly prints directions
for the erection of a home made line as follows :

To make a serviceable telephone from one house
to another °“]‘;X requires enoug‘t: wire and two
cigar boxes. irst select your boxes, and make a
hole half an inch in diameter in the center of the
bottom of each, and then place one in each of the
houses you wish to connect. Next get five pounds
of common iron stove pipe wire, make a loop in
one and put it through the hole in your cigar box
and fasten it with a nail; then draw i tight to
the other box, supporting it when necessary with a
stout cord.

You can easily run your line into the house by
boring a_hole lhroug?; the glass. Support your
boxes with slats nailed across the window and
your telephone is complete.

COPYRIGHT.

‘“ UNEASY RESTS THE HEAD

that wears a crown,” unless it's polished with

SAPOLIO.

It is a solid cake of ScouringSoap. Try it in your
next honse cleaning. .

Even n king can secure cheap comfort and easy
relief from the cares of house-cleaning by the in-
vestment of a few cents in a cake of S8apolio. With
it d can be d in cl and
scouring, for which purpos it has no equal.
*Dirt defies the King,” but it abdicates wherever
Sapolio makes its appearance and quickly, too. Try
o cake. No. 35.

Send for Harvey's nghtnmg Calculator
and ONE RULE ARITHMETIC, Contiining many
ricks in Figures. His Lightning Method of Addition
and valuahle information. rice, 25 cents.
. F. MARVEY, Onelda, N. Y.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy

“THE AMERICAN CYCLES
r// DESCRIPTIVE CATALOGUE

] ONAPPLICATION.

ORMULLY&J]

H*-MFG. CO.=¢
) CHICAGO, ILL.
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‘When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria,
‘When she was a Child, she eried for Castoria,
‘When she beca e Miss, she clung to Castoria,
‘When she had Children, she gave them Castoria,

ATABLE

\LMOSTAS PAL
AS MI

8o disguised that the most
delicatestomach can take it.

Remarkable as a
==, 3,,'7" FLESH PRODUCER.
4 Persons gain rapidly
while taking it.

4t 5| )
| SCOTT'S EMULSION
| Is acknowledged by Physicians to be the FINEST
and BEST preparation of its class for the relief of
CONSUMPTION, SCROFULA, GENERAL
DEBILITY, WASTING DISEASES OF
CHILDREN, and CHRONIC COUGHS.

Avr Drucowsts.  Soott & Bowne, New York.

and town.
BIG COMMISSION,

58
o ((\W'/ \)\@}

Does the work of one costing 8100.
INDORSED BY LEADING BUSINESS MEN.
GEO. BECKER & CO..

30 Great Jones 8t. New York City.

BEND FOR CIRCULAR.
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NNT T (silver) pays for your address in
10 CENTSS Gt Birecion.” whieh
goes whirling all over the United States, and” you will
get hundreds of samples, eirenlars, hooks, nwwspapers.
magazines, etc., from those who want agents.  You will
et lots of ‘mail matter and good reading free, and will
be WELL PLEASED with the small investment. List
containing name sent to eacl person answering this ad
vertizement. H. ROUSH, 87 Royleston, Ird.
1n replying to this adv, mention Golden Argosy.

Ask Your Stationer For It.
We want AGENTS in every city

REASONS

Why Ayer’s Sarsaparilla is
preferable to any other for
the cure of Blood Diseases.

Because no poisonous or deleterious
ingredients enter into the composition
of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla.

— Ayer’s Sarsaparilla contains only
the purest and most effective remedial
properties.

— Ayer's Sarsaparilla is prepared with
extreme care, skill, and cleanliness.

— Ayer's Sarsaparilla is prescribed by
leading physicians.

— Ayer's Sarsaparilla is for sale
everywhere, and recommended by all
first-class druggists.

— Ayer’s Sarsaparilla is a medicine,
and not a beverage in disguise.

— Ayer's Sarsaparilla never fails to
effect a cure, when persistently used,
according to directions.

— Ayer's Sarsaparilla is a highly con-
centrated extract, and therefore the
most economical Blood Medicine in the
market.

. —Ayer’s Sarsaparilla has had a suc-
cessful career of nearly half a century,
and was never so popular as at present.

— Thousands of testimonials are on
file from those benefited by the use of

y .
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla.
PREPARED BY
Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
Price $1 ; six bottles, $5. Worth $5 a bottle.

ASTE
EMBROIDERY SILK

Faoctory Ends at half price; one ounce in a
box—all ‘good Silk and Sent by

note_or Stamps

ERD & ARMSTRONG SPOOL
et Street, Philadelphia, Pa.
ew York.

arntrachre

CRTALOGUR
f‘ ;'

a,
General Sporhing
6000'2 ¥

EVER PUBLISHED
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How to Clothe the Clildren,

BEST&CO

FOR the past ten years we have ‘made a specialty
of the of children, f ing every-
thing from hats to shoes, aud the extraordinary
facilities afforded by our establishment has resnlted
in onr building up the largest business of the kind
in the world. £
We serve absent buyers as well as if they were in the
store.
1If you would have your BOYS AND GIRLS clothed
in the latest New York styles, at the least cost,
write to ns for particulars.
We have made up for this season a line of

BOYS SUITS AT $5.00

fhat are especially good value: they are strictly ALL
WOOL ; seams sewed with best qualily silk : ent in
onr superior styles: fit jnst ay well as the finest
grades ; and guaranteed to give satisfactory wear.
60 & 62 WEST 23rd STREET. NEW YORK.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

known to the medical

NUMBER 282

Extract of Malt

is one of the most nutritious substances
profession, and
Homeopathic and Allopathic physicinns
alike prescribe it as a food of great merit.
The manufacturers of

Magee’s Emulsion

have made use of this knowledge in the
substitution of it for soap barks, traga-
canth, and other non-medical substances,
used by nearly all other manafacturers of
emulsions, as a base with which to combine
the Pure Cod-Liver Oil and Compound
Syrup of Hypophosphites which they use in

Magee's Emulsion,

and hence we have here an article far

superior jn merit to the many so-called
emulsions now on the market. For there-

iief and cure of cougbs, colds, dyspepsia,
scrofula and general debility, as is testified
by thousands of physicians all over the land.

Columbias for 1888,

Bicycles, Tricycles,
Tandems, Saféties.

HIGHEST GRADE OF MACHINES MADE.
lying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

LEGS AND ARMS,
WITH

Rubber Hands & Feet
The most natural, com-
Jortalle, and durable.
Thousands in daily ue.
New Patents and Im-
portant |I:Il’r0't-
en

U. 8. GOYERNMENT
MANUFACT URER.
A.AMARKS.701 Broad-
way. New York City.
ention Golden Argosy.

In replyl

BROWN’S FRENCH DRESSING

The Original! Beware of imitat ans!

Awarded Highest Prize and Only Medal,

R
e

Paris Exposition, 1878,

Highest Award New Orleans Exhibition.

HE Toy
thechild
likes best!

We take vlens
ure in inform
ing our patrons
that our steck of
the celebmtcd

ANCHOR
STONE
BUILDING
BLOCKS,
CHRISTMAS, 18 now re-

and solicit renewal of
15t will be forwarded gra

cowpL
plenished
their Kind or
tis on uppl

Lt

to P
4D. RICHTER & CO.

Y 33
NEW YORK. 310 BROADWAY, or LONDON. E_C
1 RAILWAY PLACE, FENCHURCH STREET

In replylng to th . mention Golden Argosy.

WM. HARLAN PAGE, Gen’l Agt, @2yn)
Office : 120 Broadway, New York.
g =

"myuomMOpuT SupIue Y, FOAF

EQUITABLE LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY:
(ASSETS OVER 88 MILLIONS,)
‘paudmIal oy 11w
WOWIWAISU|[] UU PUU #H2IPPU PUU DI INOA PUIE

iqualto 3 mnldper cent. compound interest on
Deposits and Life Insurance meanwhile.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argoay.




	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_341
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_342
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_343
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_344
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_345
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_346
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_347
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_348
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_349
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_350
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_351
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_352
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_353
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_354
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_355
	Golden Argosy vol. 6- 1887 - 1888_Page_356

